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COLLECTION. 


j OF OLD _ 
BALL AD S. 
cCorrected from the beſt and moſt 
Ancient Corits Extant. 
WITH 


INTRODUCTIONS | 


HisSTORICAL, CRITICAL, 


or H UMOROU'S.” — 
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Thoſe Venerable Ancient Song-Enditers | : 
* d many a Pitch above our modi: Writers. « $1 
ith rough Majefick Force they mov d the Heart, a 
And Strength and Nature made amends for Art» 
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HERE is not a more une” 
1 190 grateful Tribute any wberr 
M paid, than what is generally 1 
expected by the Publick, from 
an Author in his Preface. Something be 
muſt ſay, tho he cannot ſay. any thing to C 
the Purpoſe ; and a half Sheet of Pa- 
per at leaſt muſt be taken up, with point: 
| 2 ing 
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)  'PREFACE. 
ing out the Beauties of his Book, and 


| begging the courteous Reader not to damn | 


it Tho probably the poor Writer does 
not know where to find out theſe Beau- 


Ties, or bas not the leaſt Reaſon to ex- | 


pet, but what his Book will be damm d. 


be fulſome Praiſes which a Modern 
Author is often obliged to beſleow in a 
Dedication, muſt certainly be very gra- 
ting to 4 generous Soul; but then the 
Hopes of being well paid for bis Pains, 


3s ſome Eaſe to his Conſcience : But to 
court and flatter every Reader — and 
not have a Farthing the more for one's 


Trouble — is hard, is unconſcionable. 


As for my Part, I have not been ac- 


cuſtomed to ſervile Fawning, and beg ging 
the Queſtion; and am fully determin'd 
not to begin now, I wotld always put 
m ſelf upon the Level with a Reader, 

aud think my ſelf under no manner of 


Obligation : I have his Money, and he 
has my Works ; and I am ſure he may 


| D keep the one in his Study, much longer 
EY than I ſhall the other in my Pocket. If 


there 


Fr 


PxEFAGCE ii 


there he any Beauties in the Book, tis 
certainly his Buſineſs to find them out; 
and if there ben't — why , be cant ſay 
I cheated him : I never pretended to give 
him any thing more than an old Song... 


But as the greateſt Part of this Book, 
is not my own,” and ſeveral things in it 


written Ages ago, I may, I hope, with. 


the Praiſes of Ballads, and ſew thein 
Antiquity. | pes. 


% 


= 


I would not be thought to ridicule 6 


thing in Sacred Writ, and will ther? 


ore paſs over in Silence, what I. might 


ſay of the Times of Moſes,” Jephthah a 


David, and go direfly amongſt the” Pax 


gans. And here the very Prince of, 


Poets, old Homer, if we may truſt ans 


vient Records, was nothing more than @ 


out either Vanity or Offence enter un 


blind Ballad ſinger, who writ Songs of . 


the Siege of Troy, and the Adventures : 
of Ulyſſes ; and playing the Tunes ups" 
on his Harp, ſung em from Door to Door, . © 
calle all bis Ballads, and iy a fg e 
A 3”  mefti ig” 


till ar bis Death ſomebody thought fit to 


x 


=" E F A C K 
w PR E. 


necking em, pave us the Iliad and Odyſ- 
ſes, which fince that Time have been ſo 
much admired. And in thoſe very Days, 


. 5 toe may truſt the ſucceeding Poets, uo 


ntertainment was thought compleat , 
wnleſs whilſt the Company was carouzing, 
there was 4 Harper in the Room ſinging 
old Songs; at leaft written upon old Sub- 
jefts.. Thus we find Virgil in the Ac- 
count be gives of Didos treating A. 
neas, | 1 


—— — Cithard crinitus Iopas 


-  Perſonat auratid, docuit quæ maximus Atlas 
Hic canit. | 


| And this the Archbiſhop of Cambray bas 


imitated, when he makes Calypſo entertain 
Telemachus and Mentor in the Grotto. 


His Words are theſe. 


At the ſame time were brought in 
Baskets, all ſorts of Fruits promiſed 
* by the Spring, and ripened by the 


Autumn. And then tour youthful 


* Nymphs began to ſing. At firſt 
* they ſung, the Combat of the Gods 
S againſt 


5 


* 


| | \ 
PRAET AW WW i 
* againſt the Giants; then the Am. 


% Jupiter and Semele; the Birth of 


« Bacchus, and ald Silenus s. Care in 
« educating bim; Hippomenes and 
« Atalanta : Race; ſhe who was van⸗ 
„% quiſhd by the enticing Hue of Ap» 
ce ples from the Heſperian Garden cull d. 
«* And laſt the Trojan War was allo: . 
« ſung ; Ulyſſes's Fights/ and Counſfels 
« rais d to Heaven: The chief of alh = 
« the Nymphs, Leucot hoe, to thoſs 
«* melodious Voices join d the ſweet: - 


- 


“ neſs of her Lute. ras 


It would be endleſs, 26 bur chat > 
ſeveral Poets whoſe Buſlos I haue put —Ʒ. 
in my Frontiſpiece, were Ballad-Writers * - 
For what elſe can we make of Pindar g 
Lyrics? Anacreon would neuer ſit down 
contented without his Bottle and bi: 
Song. Horace could drop the Praiſes, of 
Auguſtus and Mæcenas, to ſing the Adyen- 
cures of bis Jouruey to Branduſium, n 
the * Baulk be met with from a Servants | 

b * | ND 21 1 , =; {608 | 5 
* Book I. Satyr j N 


' ? 
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LIN PREFACE. 


Wench in a Country Alehouſe ; and this 
Song of his it was, which gave Occa- 
fron to a modern Ballad amongſt us, 
called, The Coy Cook-maid. Cowley 
has left too many Works of this Kind to 
need quoting ; and Suckling's Wedding 
will never be forgot. 


The Ballad-Makers are a more ancient, 
more mumerous, and more noble Society 
than the boaſted Free-Maſons; and Duke 
upon Duke wil/ witneſs, that People of | 
conſiderable Faſhion have thought it no 
Diſgrace to enroll themſelves in this 
Worſhipful Society. a 


Mor have theſe antique Songs ever 
been without their Admirers. When 
Thebes was ſackd, Pindar was ſpar d 
For the Sake of bis Works; and Alexan- 
der toe pt, tothink his Ape did not afford | 
Jo clever a Ballad-finger as Homer had 
been, to record his Actions to Pofterity. 


It was the Cuſtom of theſe Song; Endi- 
ters thus to tranſmit to their Children 
zbe glorious Ations wbich happen d in 
. 5 their 


»* 


PREF ACHE! vio 


bis W:heir Days. And T believe it neo | 

4- WMuſed more than amongſt the Engliſn an". © 

is, Times of old. For we may very tenſo- | 

ey nahbly ſuppoſe, that one half at leg 

to their Works are loft; and we baue (tell of 

one half of whatever is remarkable»:in | 
XZ Hiſtory, handed deten to us in Ballads.” 


', *F The Uſe of theſe Songs tea i very" © 

great. I have known Children,” r 

de never would have learn d ta read, bad” | 
F A they not took a Delight in poring- over 

% Jane Shore, or Fair Roſamond ; and {e*\ 

Ss MR veral fine Hiſtorians are indebted. o 

2 Hiſtorical Ballads for all their Learning. 
For bad not Curiofuty, and a Det of”. 
comparing theſe Poetical Works: with aus; 


7 

* cient Records, firſt incited them ta , 

4 they never would have given themſeluts-. 

* the Trouble of ding into Hiflory ; And 
in this I haue endeavoured to make un. 
/ old Songs ſtill more uſeful, by the Intro- 

c ductions which I have prefix d to e 


and in which is pointed out what is Fa. 
and what Fiction. The Encouragement" Þ 


which my Deſign has niet, eſpecially from 
People of the 5 Taſte, has induced me 
i 8 a 


2 e 
— 


ds 0 


| © My PREFACE. 
t male a Second Collection, in which | 


In the e Impreſſion there were 
one few Errors in Spite of all the Care 
= that could be taken, particularly in the 
We Epitaph of Roſamond, Theſe:I have 
We carefully correded; but not zoichſtand- 
0 ing this, there may be ſome ſtill remain- 
ans + Tf there be, I dare ſay they are 
yr and for that Reaſon very ex- 

Co | 


= very 
a 


95 Non ego paucis 
* 4 _Offendar maculis. r 


A for ee who are offendedat a Let- 
' ter miſplaced, or an inverted Comma, 
let them remember, that every Man bas 
We: Faults enong of bis own to anſwer for; 
and that > Ik in no wiſe accountable 


Fier ibe Errors of a Printer. | 


ee -Der de 
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OF 


1BALLADSY 


Contained i in n v o Lu 11. 


R Oſamond*s Overthrow, " | i 

2. Fair Roſamond, and King Henry 1.8 "A 
3. Queen Eleanor Confeſſion, _ 18 4 | 
2 St. George and the Dragon, _ 5. 
5. The Seven ions Chriſtendom, 35 


6. TheD of Wantley, 


L J King A and the Shepherd, 2g |: 
8. King _ and the "Mile 125 
b part II. YA < = X: * 4 8 G 
9. Robinhood's Wedding, &c. 
10. Robinhood and Little John, 
11. 7 Tanner, 
12. Reſcue Will. Stutl 
13. The Fall * 4 uy aun 
14. Chevy-Chace, 


. 


* 
1 


| EUNTENTS. 
13. Tbbe Bani ſument of tbe Dukes of Hereford and 


Norfolk, 120 
| 16. Sir Richard Whittington's Advancement, 130 
\l 17. Cupid' Revenge, 138 
1 q 18. The Lamentation of Jane Shore, 145 
1 19. Xing Edward and Jane Shore, 153 
10 on Sir Andrew Barton's Death, 159 
| | - 1. Johnny Armſtrong's laſt good Night, I 5 
| | 4 Armſtrong and Muſgrave's Contention, 17 
l s 23 · Prince of England s Courtſhip to the Xing 5 
\\*g France's Dangbter, 181 
44. Tbe Life and Death of Thomas Stukely, 188 
| 3 25. Lueen Elizabeth' 4 Champion, 195 
. 26. The London Prentice, 199 
= 27. Lady Arabella, and Lord Seymour, 204 
. 28. The Scothman ontwitted, 211 
. The Lady turn d Serving-Man, 216 
30. The Children in the Wood, 221 
oy 31. The Devonſhire Nymph, 227 
be Bride's Burial, 231 
. unfortunate Love of a Fane Gentle- 
1 2 5 1 | men, 236 
* Tie Lady's Fall, 2 
F Bs. 15 Lord 9 and Fair Ellinor, — 
4 38. Patient Griflel, | 252 
„ Jerman's Wife, or Bateman, — 
| 2 38. Suffolk Miracle, 4866 
5285 Gilderoy, 15 Jos | 271 
* Bonm Dundee, | 14175 
| 41. Sligbted Jockey, | 278 
42. ockey-and Jenny, | 281 
1 43. ockey 's Courtſhip, 2.84 
| Xx * Scotch * 5 Complaint; * 286 
| 28 8 Ribbon gige K 8 
| * 0 Be 7 F 3 
= 8 | — 90 
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BALLADS 
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I. The Unfortunate Concubine ; or. * 
Roſamond's Overthroẽ-:· 9 


Occaſion d by her Brother's unadviſedly praiſing 


her Beauty to Two young Knights of Ds 
as they rid on the Road, s 3 


N 
De . of The Cave _— * 


— — —_——__ 


1 - 


Roſamond the Dayghter of Walter Ln 
Clifford, vas, as the. Writers of" that Age 
» aſſure us, a young Lady of 1 femite Beauty 3 
on the bare Report of vieh, King Henty | 
_ Second fell in 3 bers and 'bavn'g 


de- 


121 


* 


debauch'd ber, built the famous Bower at 
_ Woodſtock, to * her out of the Reach of 

bis jealous Queen Eleanor; of whom I ſhall, 
in one of my following Imrodutions, have 
Occaſion to ſpeak. *Tis but a few Tears 
ce there were ſome Remains of this Bower 
to be ſeen, bard by that . Noble Palace of 
tbe late Duke of Marlborough, Bleinheim- 
Caſtle; and in one of the adjacent Meads, 
they flill bew us Roſamond's Pond, where 
( hho ſay) ſhe was wont tg bathe her ſelf. 
However, this 1s a Foint ( if I may dwell on 
ſuch a Trifle) ſcarce to be believed, unleſs 
ſhe made uſe of Cold Baths, ; for the Va- 
ters are ſome of the coldeſt I ele felt; iſſuing 
directly out of a Rock, or flinty Mountain, 
and falling into a Square Baſon ſome Three 
or Four Foot deep. But this Bower could 
not ſecure fair Roſamond from the Pur- 
wits of the jealous Queen, who even in this 


Place found the Means of compaſſng ber End: 


For King Henry the 111d, who. by bis Fa- 
tber Indulgences had been crown'd in his 
Life-time, rebell'd in Tm ; and the 
ueen perſuaded Two more of ber Sons to 
Join their Brother, which they did; and Hen- 
II. was obliged to croſs the Seas, to quell 

4 rebellious Princes. During this Time, 
. the Queen, ( who reſided at the Royal Palace 
in Oxford) ndertook to ſee Roſamon1; 
which ſhe effefed, not by murdering the 
- Guards of the Bower, and being then gui- 
2 | ded 


„ 
ded into it by a Clue of Thread, as has erro- 


ouſly 2 believ d; but by a ; ſubterranous "I 


Way, digg d from ' Godſtow Nunnery to 
Woodftock Bower, tho* Five Miles diſtant 


from each other, and carried even under the 
The Plot of Mr. 
Addiſon's Opera on this Subject, is generally © 
believ'd a Poetical Fiction; becauſe he does 

not kill Roſamond, but ſuppoſes ber to be 
carry'd away to the Numery alive: 


Ifis, a navigable River. 


How- 


ever, 1 believe, he hath better Authority far 


this, than moſt People have for affirming that 


the Queen poiſon'd ber, and that ſhe d on 
the Spot. Certain it is, ſbe did not 2 long, 
at leaſt not in the Bower, after this V; 

for, dead or alive, ſhe was brought by the 


ſame ſubterraneous Paſſage into the Nunnery,” 
till to be ſeen a. 


The Walls of the Chape 1 | 


the Entrance of which 1s 
mongſt its Ruins. 
Choir ( where ſhe lies interr d) are landing: 
Her Grave is mark'd round with a narrom 
Ridge of Stone, and on the Wall ts writ, 


Munda 


And ſeveral of of the Eaters baving 


Hic jacet in Tumbi, Roſa Mundi non Roſa 


Non redolet, ſed olet, quæ redolere ſolet. 4 
( this”. 


Injury of Time Te en defaced, ine lately 
i 


been repair d. 


0 


$ 165 had Two Sons by 
. the King : The Eldeſ, 


: Villam, marry'd 
_ the Danghter and ſole Hera of the Earl 
, 2 g 


— 


. —— 
_—_—O— — = 
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41 
© Salisbury, the other, Geoffrey, was 
firſt made Biſhop 0 Lincoln, afterwards 


6 Archbiſhop of York; and died in Baniſh- 


ment during the Reign of bis Brother, King 


lohn. 


Wu r, youthful, charming La- 
. | | = fair, 
Tal Fram'd of the pureſt Mold, 

Wich roſy Cheeks, and filken Hair, 
Which ſhine like Threads of 


Gold : 


Soft Tearsof Pity here beſtow 
On the unhappy Fate 

Of Roſamond, who long ago 
: Prov'd moſt unfortunate. 


Muhen as the Second Henry reign'd 
"Oa th Imperial Throne, 

How h this beauteous Flower gain'd, 
To you l ſhall make known: 

With all the Circumſtances too 
Which did her Life attend; 

How fi ſt the into Favour grew, 


. And of her fatal End. _ 
Three young Knights of Sa/'sbury 


Were ang on the way, 
One boaſted of a fair Lady, Sig | 
Within her Bow'r ſo gay: "x Fol 


I have a Siſter, Clifford ſwears, 


But few Men do her know; 
Upon her face the Skin appears 
"Like Drops of Blood cn Snow: 


V 


. 


My Siſter's Locks of curled Hair 
Outſhine the golden Oar; 


Her Skin for Whiteneſs may compare 


With the fine Lilly Flower: 

Her Breaſts are lovely to behold, 
Like to the driven Snow : 

I would not, for her N in Gold, 
King Henry ſhould her know. 


= 


King Henry had a Bower near 
Where they were riding by, 
And he did Cl;ford overhear : 
Thought he immediately, 
Tho' I her Brother ſhou'd offend. 
For that fair White and Red; 
For her I am reſolv'd to ſend, 
To grace my Royal Bed. 
* 


The King, who was of high Renown, 
Wou'd not his Fancy pall ; 

For having writ his Pleaſure down, 
He did young Clifford call 7 

Come here to me now out of hand, 
Come hither unto me; 

I am the King of fair England. 
My Meſlenger thou'lt be: 


Ito your Siſter here have writ ' 
Three Letters ſeal'd with Gold; 
No Meſſenger I think ſo fit 
As you: Therefore, behold, 
Convey them to her Hand with ſpeed ; 
Make not the leaſt delay: 
My Will and Pleaſure let her read, 
And my Commands bey. 


Young Clifford then the Letters took 
From Henry's Royal Hand, 
Tho' with a melancholly Look, 
And mounted out of hand: © 
B 3 


For poiſon d ſhe ſhould be. 


6 


Soft Tears bedimn'd bis noble Sight, 


His grieved Heart was ſad; 
Altho' he was as brave a Knight 
As any Henry had. 


With that, this noble Knight of Fame 
Rid on without delay, 

Until he to the Bower came, 
Which was both rich and gay : 

She cry'd, when he knock'dat the Ring, 
Who raps ſo fierce and bold? 

Siſter, I've brought you from the King 
Three Letters ſeal'd with Gold. 


Then with her Fingers, long and ſinall, 
She broke the Seals of Gold; 

And as ſhe did to reading fall 
At firſt, von might behold 

The Smiles of pleaſant ſweet Delight, 
As if well ſatisfy'd ; 

But e're ſhe had concluded quite, 

She wrung her Hands, and cry'd; 


- -» Why did you boaſt beyond your Pounds, 


When Oxford you did ſee ? 
You might bave talk'd of Hawks and Hounds, 


And never bragg'd of me. i 


When by the King I am defil'd, 


ot "wy My Father's Griefs begin; 


He'll have no Comfort of his Child, 
Nor come to my Wedding. 


Go, fetch me down my Planet-Book 
Straight from my private Room ; 
For in the ſame I mean to look, 
What is decreed my Doom. 
The Planet-Book to her they brought, 
And laid it on her Knee; | 
She found that all would come to novght, 


$ 
£, 
CY 


1 curfe 
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1 curſe you, Brother, then ſhe cry'd, 
Who caus'd my Deſtin | 

I might have been ſome 's fair Bride, 
But you have ruin'd me. 

With that, ſhe call'd her waiting-Maid, 
To bring her Riding Weed; 

And to her Groom ſhe likewiſe ſaid, 
Saddle my milk-white Steed. 


Some ride before her, to report 
Her coming to the King : 

As ſhe approach'd the Royal Court, 
Sweet Peals of Bells did ring. 

A Garland o're her Head they bore, 
To magnify her Charms ; 

And as he — the King before, 
He claſp d her in his Arms. 


With Bluſhes then the did beſeech 
The King on her bare Knee; 
Her Words were theſe, I pray. my Licge, 
What is your Will with me? 
Said he, I ſent for thee, my Roſe, 
To grace my Royal Bed: 
Now, as he did his VII diſcloſe, 
She bluſked Scarlet red, 4 


Bluſh not, faireſt Nes K 
Fear no iſh ſtrous Fate; O 
For, by my Kingly Pow'r, T can 
Place thee in happy State: 
No Lady in this Court of mine © 
Can purchaſe thy Deſert ; _ | 
Whoſe pleaſant Looks, and Charms divbey' 
Have won my Royal Heart. 


The Gifts and Preſents of a King. 
Soon caus'd her to comply; 

Thinking there was not auy Thing 
Like Royal Dignity, 5 | 

odr 


* 


[8] 
But as her bright and golden Scene 
In Court began to ſhine, 


The News was carry'd to the Queen 
Of this new Concubine : 


At which ſhe was enraged ſo 
With Malice in her Breaſt, 
That till ſhe wrought her Overthrow, 
She could not be at Reſt. 
She felr the Fury of the Queen, 
E're ſhe had flouriſh'd long; 
And dy'd, juſt as ſhe had forſeen, 
By Force of Poiſon ſtrong. 


The angry Queen with Malice fraught, 

Cou'd not her ſelf contain, 

Till the fair Roſamond had brought 
To her ſad fatal Bane. 

The ſweet and charming precious Roſe, 

EkEing Henry's chief Delight! 

ruhe Queen the to the Bower goes, 
And'wrought her hateful Spight : 


<p 
But When the to the Bower came, 
Where Lady Clifford lay, 
Enraged Eli by Name 
She co ea the Way: 
Until the Ren ue of Thread 
Became à fatal Guide 
Unto the Queen; who laid her dead, 
E're ſhe was ſatisfy'd. 


Alas] it was no ſmall Hurprize 
| To Roſamond the fair, . 
When Death appear'd before her Eyes, 
No faithful Friend was there, 
Who could ſtand-up in her Defence, 
. To put the Potion by; | 
So, by the Hands of Violence, 
| | f Compell'd ſhe was to dye, ; 


[9] 


D moſt renowned, gracious Queen, . 1 
Compaſſion take of me; i 

I wiſh that I had never ſeen : a 
Such Royal Dignity. | CO - 

Betray'd I was, and by degrees =__ 
A ſad Conſent I gave}; N 

And now, upon my bended Knees, . IM 
I do your Pardon crave. ag 


T will not pardon you, ſhe cry'd ; 
So take this fatal Cup: 

And you may well be farisfy'd ; 
I'll ſee you drink it up. 

Then, with her fair and milk-white Hand, 
The fatal Cup ſhe took; 

Which being drank, ſhe could not ſtand, 
But ſoon the World forſook. | 
Now when the King was well inforn'd 3 

What Ellinor had done, | TT... 
His Breaſt he ſmote, in wrath he ſtormd , 
As if he would have run 8 

Beſides his Senſes; and he ſwore, 
For this inhuman Deed, . 

He never would bed with her more; 
His Royal Heart did bleed. 


The King did not ſtand pauſin & 
How to reward her Spleen; ; 

But ſtraight in acloſe Priſon ſtrong 
He caſt his cruel Queen: 

Where ſhe lay Six and twenty Years, 
A long Captivity, 8 

Bathed in Floods of weeping Tears, 
Till his Death ſer her free. 


Now when her Son he did ſucceed 
His Father, Great Henry; | 9 
His Royal Mother ſoon he freed 
From her Captixity 3 
| 3 


[10] 
And ſhe ſet many more at large, 
Who — — Debt had lain; 
Her Royal Pity did diſcharge 
+ Thouſands in Richard's Reign. 


| TT 
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II. A Lamentable Ballad of Fair Ro- 
ſamond, King Henry the Second's 
Concubine. | . 


The following Song is much older than the for- 
mer; and therefore I ſhould rather babe 
choſen to haue begun my Collection with this, 
had not the Order of Hiftory' (for it he- 
gins with a much earlier Account of Roſa»: 
mond) requir'd. the other to be plas d firſt. - 
I have nothing to add by way of Preface here, 
ſave that having taken the Liberty to con- 
tradi# the Truth of ſeveral Fats, In 
(to the Honony of ohr Ballads) Jay, that 7 
Ar. Tag 6 (than whom , no one could be 

uppos d to be better acquainted-with Hi 
1 in his Opera of Roſamond, 2 — 5 
as much Regard to the Authority of "theſ@-- 
Old Songs, as to that of the beſt Hiſtoria 


þ \ f 
Hen as King Henry rul'd this Land. 
The Second of that Name 
Beſi des the Queen, he dearly loy'd 5145 
| A fair and comely Dame. 5  +417529 Ia. 
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Moſt peerleſs was her Beauty found, 
Her Favour, an her Face ; 


A ſweeter Creature in this World 
Could never Prince embrace. 


Her criſped Locks, like Threads of Gold, 


ar'd to each Man's Sight; 
Her 4 
Did caſt a heav'nly Light, 
The Blood within her eryſtal Cheeks 
Did ſuch a Colour drive, | 
As tho the Lilly and the Roſe 
For Maſter ſnip did ſtri ve. 


Yea, Roſamond, fair Roſamond, 

Her Name was called ſo, 

To whom our 8 Dame Ellinor, 
Was known a deadly Foe. 

The King therefore, for her Defence, 
Againſt che Curious Queen, 

Did duch a Bow r at Woodftock build, 
The like was never ſeen. 


Moſt curiouſly that Bow'r was built 
Of Stone and Timber ftrong, 
An Hundred and fifty Doors 
Did to this Pow'r belong; 
And they ſv cunningly contriv'd 
© With turning round about. | 
Thatirione but with a Clue of Thread. 
Could enter in or out. 


And for his Love and Lady's Sake, 
That was ſo fair and Brigh 


The keeping of this Bow'r he gave 


Unto a valiant Knight. 


19 5 Bur Fortune, that. doth often fromn 


Where ſhe beſore did ſmile, 


11 ing's Delight, the Lady's Joy 
| pg ſoon ſhe did beguile. 


parkling Eyes, like Orient Pearls, 
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For why, the King's ungracious Son, 
Whom he did high advance, 1 
Againſt his Father raiſed Wars 
Within the Realm of France. | 
Ent yet before our gracious King > 
The EngKkſb Land forſook, E. 
Of Roſamond, his Lady fair, 
His Fare wel thus he took : 


| 


— 


My Roſamond, my only Roſe, * e 
That pleaſeſt beſt mine Eye; 12.243 
The faireſt Flow'r in all the World, 84 
To feed my Fantaſy: ST - 
TheFlow'r of my affected Heart, 5 = 
Whoſe Sweetneſs doth excel: | S_ 
My Royal Roſe, a Thouſand times - = 
I bid thee now Farewel: OY 


For I muſt leave my faireſt Flow'r, — 
My ſweeteſt Roſe, a ſpace, a Ka 
And croſs the Seas to famous France, | 9 
Proud Rebels to abaſe. 5 | 7 
Put yet, my Roſe, beſure thou ſhalt * 
My Coming ſhortly ſee; | — 
And in my Heart, when hence I am, | 
I'll bear my Roſe with me. Ne 


When Roſamond, 'that Lady bright, 2 
Did hear the King ſay ſo, oh 
The Sorrow of her grieved Heart _—_ 
Her outward Looks did ſhow ; 1 
And from her clear and eryſtal Eyes 
The Tears guſh'd out apace, 
Which, like the filver-pearled Dew, | 2 
Ran down her comely Face. = 


Her Lips, like to the Coral red. 
Did wax both wan and pale, ot 
And for the Sorrow ſhe concely'd, 

Her vital Spirits fail; a 


[ 14 ] | 
And falling down all in a Swoon 

Before King Henry's Face ; 
Full oft he in his princely Arms 

Her Body did embrace ; 


And Twenty times, with wat'ry Eyes, 
He kiſs'd Fon render Cinek, 1 

Until he had reviv'd again 
Her Senſes mild and meek: 

Why grieves my Roſe, my ſweeteſt Roſe ? 

Ihe King did often ſay: 

Becauſe, quoth ſhe, to bloody Wars 

My * muſt paſs away. 


But ſince your Grace on foreign Coaſts, 
Amongſt 2 Foes unkind, 
Muſt go to hazard Life and Limb, 
Why ſhould I ſtay behind? . 
Nay rather, let me, like a Page, 
| Thy Sword and Target bear ; 
That on my Breaſt the Blows may light, 
Which would offend you there. 


O let me, in your Royal Tent, 
Prepare your Bed at Night, g 
And with ſweet Baths refreſh your Grace, 
At your Return from Fight. 
So I your Preſence n ay enjoy, A 
No Toil I will refuſg ; 
But wanting you, my Life is Death, 
Which doth true Love abuſe. 


Content thy ſelf, my deareſt Love; " 
Thy Reſt at Home ſhall be, N * 
In England's ſweet and pleaſant Soil; 
| For Travel fits not thee. 
| © Fair Ladies brook not bloody Wars; Py 
| Sweer Peace their Pleaſures breed; 
I Nouriſher of Hearts Content, Sb. 


ESI hich Fancy firſt did feed. 


* 


ty 


[ tk, 1 
My Roſe ſhall reft in Woed 
With Muſick's ſweet 


light; 


* BoW r, + 4 4D ; 


Whilſt I amo ongſt the 2 Pikes, 3 
Oe X 


Againſt my Foes do fi 

My 1 in Robes of Per arl and Gold, 

Wirh Di'monds richly dight, 46 Lb 
Shall dance the Galliards of my Love, | 

Whilſt I my Foes do fmite. | j 


And you, Sir Thomas, whom I truſt ai 
To be my Love's Defence; | 
Be careful of my gallant Roſe, 81 

When J am parted hence. * 
And therewithal he fetch'd a Sigh, 
As tho' his Heart would break: 
And Roſamond, for very Grief, | 

Not one plain Word could ſpeak. 15 


And at their Parting, well might 
In Heart be —— . 
After that Day, See Roſamond [ 
The King id ſee no more. 
For when his Grace had paſs'd the Seas, 
And into France was gone n 
With envious Heart, Queen EMinor ; 
To Mood ſtock came anon: 


And forth ſhe calls this truſty Knight, PS: 


In an unhappy Hour; 
Who with his Abe of twined Thread, 
Came from this famous Bow'r : 
And when that they had wounded him, 
The Queen this Thread did yet, | 22 
And went where Lady Rofamorid af 
Was like an Angel fer. | n 


But when the Queen with ſtedfaſi me bt | 


Beheld her beauteous Face, 


She was amazed in her Mind 3 * 1 


At her exceeding Grace. 


=_— [16] 

# Caſt off from thee thoſe Robes, ſhe ſaid, 

| That rich and coftly be; | 

And drink thou up this deadly Draught, 
Which I bave brought to thee. 


Then preſently upon her Knees 
Sweet Roſamond did fall; 

And Pardon of the _— ſhe cray'd 
For her Offences all. | -v 

Take pity on my youthful Years, | e 

Fair Roſamond did cry ; 493 

And let me not with Poiſon ſtrong '' 
Enforced be to dye. | 


7 


* 


Iwill renounce my ſinful Life, 
And in ſome Cloyſter bide; 

Or elſe be baniſh'd, if you pleaſe, 

Too range the World ſo wide: 
And for the Fault that I have done, 
Tho' 1 was forc'd thereto, 

Preſerve my Life, and puniſh me 

As you think meer to do. 


And with theſe Words, her Lilly Hands 
She wrung full often there; 

And down along her lovely Face 
Did trickle many a Tear. 

But nothing could this furious Queen 

Therewith appeaſed be; 

The Cup of deadly Poyſon ſtrong, 

As ſhe kneel'd on her Knee, 


She gave this comely Dame to drink; 
Who took it in her Hand, | 
And from her bended Knee aroſe, 
And on her Feet did ftand : 
And cafting up her Eyes to Heay'n, 
She did for Mercy call; 
And drinking up the Poiſon ſtrong, 
„Her Life ſhe lol withal. 


5 * 
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And when that Death thro' every Limb 
Had ſhow'd its greateſt Spire, 

Her chiefeſt Foes did then confeſs 
She was a glorious Wight, 

Her Body then they did entemb, 
When Life was fled away, 

At Gedſtow, near to Oxford 'Town, | 
As may be ſeen this Day, e 


—— 
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III. Queen Eleanor's Confeſſion to the 
Two ſuppoſed Fryars of France. 


Eleanor, Dazghter to William Duke of Gur 
enne, was, whil/t very young, marryd to 
Lewis the VIth of France, ; but behaved 
ber ſelf very indecently in the Marriage 
State: For following her Husband to the 
Holy War, ſhe gave a Looſe to ber Iuſtful 
Paſtons, and liv'd in a crimixal manner 
with a Saracen, one Saladine by Name. 
King Lewis, for his own Sale, endeavour'd 
to conceal this Diſgrace; and tho ſhe would 
" pullingly have ſlay d behind with ber uncir- 
citmcis d Lover, yet did he bring ber away 
with bim to France, and there pretended 
"a Scruple of Conſcience, in that ſhe was his 
Fourth Couſin : And a Council being aſ- 
ſembled at Bauge, they granted him Let- 
ters of Divorce; but Lewis was obliged to 
reflore ker Dnkedom to her. She was, af- 

ter this, marry'd to Henry Duke of An- 
jou, Grandſon to King Henry the Firſt , 

and who, after the Death of King Stephen, 

came to the Engliſh Crown. Moft * 
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1 
Hiflorians will have it, that ſhe led a very 
ſober Life with this Second Husband. How- 
ver, if we may give any Credit to the fol- 
lowing Song, the Hiſtorians are palpably mi- 
ftaken, The Jealouſy of this Dueen was 
EW exceeding great, as may be ſeen by ber Be- 
buaviour towards Roſamond, and ſeveral 
N others of Ming Henry's Concubines; for, 
in his Life-time, he had a great many ; and 
this he might plead in his Excuſe, that 
was much younger than his Queen. There 
are ſome Things advanc'd in this old Bal- 
lad, which I muſt beg leave to contradids = 
particularly the Earl Marſhal's having bern, 
Maidenhead : But this I take to be inſerted, 
not as a direct Fact, but with regard to the 
looſe Life ſhe bad led before ſhe was married 
to King Henry. — 


Tree 
Atte 


J Ucen Eleancy was a fick Woman, 
| And afraid that ſhe ſhould dye; 
Then the ſent for Two Fryars of Fance, 
To ſpeak with her ſpeedily. 


The King call'd down his Nobles all, 

By one, by two, by three; N 
And ſent away for Earl — 
To ſpeak with him ſpeedily. 


When that he came before the King, 2s 
He fell on his bended Knee; —_—_ 

A Boon, a Poon, our gracious King 

That you ſent ſo haftily. 82 


1 


20 
In pawn my Lands, the King then cry'd, 
. My Sceptre and my Crown, 
That whatſoe re Queen Eleanor ſays, 
I will not write it down, 


Do you put on a Fryar's Coat, 
And Il put on another; 

[ 222 And we will to Queen Eleanor go, 

lirxe Fryar and his Brother. 


Thus both attired then they go; 
When they came to Whitehall, | 

The Bells did ring, and the Choriſters ſing, 

And the Torches did light them all. 


When that they came before the Queen, 
They fell on their bended Knee; 
A Boon, a Boon, our gracious Queen, 
That you ſent ſo haſtily. 


45 


= — Areyon Two Fryars of France, ſhe ſaid, 
i. - As I ſuppoſe you be? 
But if you are Two Ene iſb Fryars, 
Then hanged ſhall you 8 


dl 


We ure Two Fryars of Fance, they ſaid, A 


As you ſuppoſe we be; 
We have not been at any Maſs 
Since we came from the Sea. 


The firſt vile Thing that e're I did 
I will to you unfold ; Fra IT es 
. Earl Mar ſba! had my Maidenhead 
hBeeneath this Cloth of Gold. 


That's a vile Sin, then ſaid the King; 
God may forgive it thee: 2 

Amen, Amen, quoth Earl Mar ſpal; 

CW ith a heavy Heart ſpoke he. 


* 
* "I * 


r * 
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To you I'll not deny; | 
made a Box of Poyſon ſtrong, 


To poyſon King Henyy.. 


hat's a vile Sin, then ſaid the King; 
God may forgive it thee: _ 

men, Amen, quoth Earl Marſbal; 
And I wiſh it ſo may be. |, 


he next vile Thing that e're I did, 
To you I will diſcover ; 
I poyſoned fair Roſamond, 

All in fair Woodſtock Bow'r. 


hat's a vile Sin, then ſaid the King; 
God may forgive it thee : 

Amen, Amen, quoth Ear! Marſbal ; 
And I wiſh it ſo may be. 


Do you ſee yonder's little Boy, 

A toſſing of the Ball? 

hat is Earl Marſbal's eldeſt Son, 

I love him the beſt of all. | 


Do you ſee yonder's little Boy, 

A catching of the Ball? 

hat is King Henry's Son, the ſaid ; 
I love him the worſt of all, 


His Head 1s like unto a Bull; 

His Noſe 1s like a Boar : 

No matter for that, King Henry cry'd, 
I love him the better therefore. 


ks w = | 
*. * > 
* 
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he next vile: Thing that ere I did, 


( 22 ] 
The King pull'd off his Fryar's Coat 
And appeared all in Red; 
She ſhriek'd, ſhe * and wrung her Hands, 
And ſaid ſhe was betray'd. | 


The King look'd over his Left Shoulder, 
Anda grim Look looked he; 
And ſaid, Earl Afayſbal, but for my Oath, 
thou be. 


Or hanged ſhould ſt 
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IV. St. George and the . 


I ſhould think my collection very imper ect, was 
ol old Panegyrick upon my Fre 
and Fatron to be omitted. His Adventures 
were many and various, and even thoſe va- 
riouſly related. Where-ever any Hiſtorical” 
Circumſtances are omitted, or thro" Length 
of Time, and the Error of Writers, are | 
miſrepreſented ; I hall endeavour to Jet | 
them in the faireſt Point of Light I poſt». = 
bly can. But in the Caſe of Saints, sm i 
"ul have 2 to Legend:; and th, 
12 confeſs, are ſomething out of my way, © jt 
Beſide, I ſhould often be at a loſs ;, for theſe” © 
Oſio-Biographers differ ſometimes; and a- 
Ibo upon 121 Legends to be of equal Au-" 
tberity, Lend not know which to give. - © 
dit to. I cannot, bowever, drop this; Sub= 
jet, without taking notice of that Noble 
Order of Kmghthood, inſtituted to the Ho- 
naur of this Saint by K. Edward the IId, 
an Order which ff 45 bighly and jufth 4 
cemed abroad; which in all Ages ſinct᷑ iti ; 
rigiral has outſhoxe all the — 8 
in the World, and in which ſo many Fo- 


I reign 
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reign Princes, Kings and E mperors, hade 
with Pride and Pleaſure been inſtall d Knight: 


£ Companions. | 


W HY ſhould we boaſt of Arthur and his 
| Knights, 


Knowing how many Men have performed Fights! 


Or why ſhould we ſpeak of Sir Lancelot de Lake, 

Or Sir Triſtram du Leon, that fought for Ladies 
— WB | , Sake 
Read in old Stories, and there you ſhall ſee, 
How St. George, St. George, he made the Dragon flee, 


St. George he <vas for England, St. Dennis wat for 
And France; 
Sing Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. | 


Of ancient Monarchs it were too long to tell, 
And: likewiſe of Romans, how far they did excel; 
Hannibal and Scipio in may a Field did fight, 
Orlando Furioſo he was a valiant Knight; 
Romulus and Rhemus were thoſe that 7 ti did build; 
But St. George, St. George, the Dragon he hath kill'd. 


St. George he was for England, &c. 


Fephthab and Gideon they led their Men to u | 
The Gibeonites and Ammonites they put all to flight: 
Hercules his Labour was in the Vale of Baſs, 
And Sampſonſlew a Thouſand with the Janne of 
an Aſs, 
And when he was blind, pull'd the Temple to the 
LINN Lone A FO BENE Ground; 
But St. George, St. George, the Dragon did confound. 


| | " 
St. George be was for England, &. 
| . | | | i % : 1 3 1 - Talen- 
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Valentine and Orſon they came of Pepins Blood, 
Alfred and Aldricus they were brave Knights and 


good; 
The Four Sons of Ammon, that fought with Char- 
lemain, 

Sir Hugh de Bourdeaux, and Godfrey de Bulloign; © 
Theſe were all French Knights, that Pagans did 
convert ; 
But St. George, St, George, he pull'd out the Dra- 
gon's Heart. 


St. George he wat for England, &c. 


Henry the Fifth he conquered all France, Ry 
He quarter'd their a his Honour to advance 3 
He razed their Walls, and pull'd their Cities down, 


And he garniſh'd his He with a double Triple 
Crown; 


He thumped the French, and after home he came 


But St. George, St. George he made the Dragon tame. 


"uh 


St. George be was for England, Ko. 


St. David, you know, loy'd Leeks and toaſted Cheeſs, We 


And Faſon was the Man who brought home the 
golden —_— 
And Patrick, you know, he was St. George's 
Seven Years he kept his Horſe, and then ſtole im 
away; 


For which knaviſh Act a Slave he doth remaig; 


But St, George, St. George, he hath the Dragon . 
St. George he was for England, &e. 


Tamerlane the Emperor in "ry cid ern, | : 


With his bloody Flags diſplay'd e the Town, : 
0 S 
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. Scanderberg magnanimous, Makomet's A - _ 
Whofe victorious Bones were worn when 12 _ 
N . / ea 3 
Old William ſo fam'd, the Conqueror was he call'd ; 
But St. George, St. George, he hath the Dragon maul'd, 


St. George he was for England, &c, 


—_— 


toman the Tartar he came of Perſia's Race, 

he Great Mogul with his Cheſt full of on and 
ace; 

| The Grecian Youth Bucephalusdid manfully beſtride ; 

Wl But theſe, with their Worthies Nine, St. George did 

wy » deride ; 

| Guſtavas Adolphus was Sweden's warlike King; 

| But St. George, St. George, he pull'd forth the Dra- 

1 . gon's Sting, 

j 4, 6 Sr. George he was for England, &c, 


10 Pendragon and Cadwaller of Britiſh Blood do boaſt, 
j Tho' Fobn of Gaunt his Foes did daunt, St. George 
1 | ſhall rule the roaft ; 
10 . Aeamemnon and Cleomedes, and Macedo did Feats, 
10 But compared to our Champion, they are but meer- 
f A : . , ly Cheats ; 
| Brave Maltha Knights in Turkiſh Fights their bran- 
wy - diſh'd Swords out-drew ; 
188 But St. George, St. George, met the Dragon, and thruſt 
1 e974." him thro' and thro, 


St. George be war for England, &c. 


Bidia the Amazon, Proteus overthrew, ' . 
As fierce as either Vandal, Goth, Saracen, or Jew; 
The potent Holofernes, as he — in his Bed, 
In came wiſe Judith, and ſubt Iy ſtole his Head; 


With 


—_—— 


ith 
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With Fove the Cyclops fought, altho? he how'r? 4 


: down Thunder; 

But St. George kill'd the Dragon, and was not that 

| DTS DPS . a Wonder? 
Sd. George he was for England, &c. ' 


Mark Antony, I'll warrant ye, play'd;Feats with . 


gypt's Queen; 


Sir Eglemore, that valiant Knight, the like was ne- 
ver ſeen; 


Grim Gorgon's Might was known in Fight; old B. 


| vis moſt Men frighted ; 

The Mirmidons and Preſter Fobns;, why were not 
theſe Men knighted ? 

Brave Spinola took in Breda, Naſſax did it recover; 
But St. George, St. George, turn'd the —__ over 
and over, 


St. George he was for England , St. Dennis | 


was for France; 
Sing, Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. ;F 


L- 
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V. The SEVEN CHAMPIONS of 
| Chriſtendom. | 


| Being a Compendious Hiſtory of their Lives 
and Actions, Cc. | 


V Jo the Tune of The Chriſtian Warriovs. 


* 


— 


In my former” Argument, IT refuſed to give the 
"*Hiſtory, or rather the Fable of St. George; 
but leſt any of my Readers ſhould be , unac- 

quainted with it, I have inſerted the follow- 
71g Ballad; where they ll not only find his 
Hiſtory, but that of the other Six Champi- 
ons of Chriſtendom with it; and the Ac- 
count is, I believe. as authentick as any we 
have extant. The only Thing I have to ob- 
Jed to the Poet here, is bis Furtiality; for 
be has beſtow'd Half the Song upon our Eng- 
liſh Hero, whilſt the other Six have but one 
Half between them all. | 


"AT OW of the Seven Champions here, 
N My Purpoſe is to write; 

To ſhew how they with Sword and Spear 
Put many Foes to flight: 


— 2 5 


Diſtreſ- 
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Diſtreſſed Ladies to releaſe, 
And Captives bound in Chains ; : 
* Chriſtian Glory to increaſe, 
ich evermore remains, 


Firſt, I give you to underftand, - 
That Great St, George by Name, 
Was the true Champion of our Land; 

And of his Birth and Fame ; 
And of his Noble Mother's Dream, 
Before that he was born, 


The which to her did clearly ſeem 


Her Days would be forlorn. 


This was her Dream ; 'That ſhe did bear 
A Dragon in her Womb ; 

Which griev'd this Noble Lady fair, 
*cauſe Death muſt be her Doom. 

This Sorrow ſhe could not conceal, 
So diſmal was her Fear ; - 

So that ſhe did the ſame reveal 
Unto her Husband |: 


Who went for to enquire ſtraight 
Of an Inchantereſs ; 

When knocking at her Iron Gate, 
Her Anſwer it was this: 

The Lady fhall bring forth a Son, 
© By whom, in Tract of Time, 

© Great Noble Actions ſhall be done; 
He will to Honour climb: 


For he ſhall be in Banners wore ; 
© This Truth I will maintain: 

© Your Lady ſhe ſhall dye before | 
* You ſee her Face again. 

His Leave he took, and Home he went 3 . 
His Wife departed lay : 

But that which did his Grief „ 
ha Child was ſtole away. 
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111 Thro' being free and fond; 
W Which did her fatal Ruin bring; 


; FThoſe Chriſtian Champions being freed : 


130. 


Then did he travel in Deſpair, 

Where ſoon with Grief he dy d;, 
While the young Child, his Son and Heir, 
Did conſtantly abide " 
Witch the wife EE of the Grove, 

In her inchanted Cell ; 
Amongſt the Woods he oft did rove, 
His Beauty pleas'd her well. 


Blinded. with Love, ſhe did impart, 

Upon a certain Day, 

To him her cunnin Magick Art, 
And where Six Champions lay, 

Within a brazen Caſtle ſtrong, 
By an inchanted Sleep; 

And where they had continued long ; 
She did the Caſtle kee p. 


She taught ard ſhew'd him ev'ry Thing, N 


For with a Silver Wand, 
Hie clos'd her up into a Rock, 
By giving one ſmall Stroke ; 
So took poſſeſſion of her Stock, 
And the Inchantment broke. 


From the ir inchanted State, 
Euch mounted on his prancing Steed, 
And took to Travel ſtrait; 4 
Where we will leave them to purſue 
Kind Fortune's Favours ſtill, 
To treat of our own Champion, whe 
Did Courts with Wonders fill: | 


For as he came to underftand, 
At an old Hermit's Cell, | 
Row in the vaſt Egyptian Land, | { 

A Dragon, fierce and fell, ' 248Þ 
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Threaten'd the Ruin of them all 
By his 2 
His deen releas'd them Bes that Thrall, 
And ſoon remoy'd the Cauſe. 


This dreadful Dragon muſt deſtroy 
A Virgin ev'ry Day ; 

Or elſe with Stinks he'll them annoy, 
And many 'Thouſands ſlay. 

At length, the King's own Daughter dear, 
For whom the Court did mourn, 

Was brought to be devour'd here; 
For ſhe muſt take her Turn. 


The King, by Proclamation, ſaid, 
If any hardy Knight 

Could free this fair young Royal Maid, 
And flay the Dragon quite ; 

Then ſhould he have her for his Bride, 
And (after Death) likewiſe 

His Crown and Kingdom too beſide : 
St. George he won the Prize. 


When many hardy Strokes he'd dealt, 
And wn not pierce his Hide, 

He run his — up to the Hilt, 
In at the Dragon's Side; 

Py which he did his Life deſtroy, ; 
Which cheer'd the drooping King ;. x 

This caus'd au univerſal Joy, 


Sweet Peals of Bellsdid ring. 


The Danghans « of a King, for Pride 
Transform'd into a Tree 

Of Mulberries, which Dennis ſpy'd;, 
And being hungery, 
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Of chat fair Fruit he eat a Part, 
And was transform'd likewiſe 


Into the Faſhion of a Hart, 
For Seven Years preciſe, 


At which he long bewail'd the Loſs 

Of manly Shape; then goes 
To him his true and truſty Horſe, 

And brings a bluſhing Roſe, 

By which. the Magick Spell was broke, 
And both were fairly freed 

From the inchanted heavy Yoke : 
They then in Love agreed. 


Now we come to St. James of Spain, 
Who flew a N Boar, ; 
In hopes that he might honour gain ; 
wl Bur he muſt die therefore : 
WEE Who was allow'd his Death to chuſe, 
Which was by Virgins Darts; 
EF Eut they the ſame did all refuſe, 

So tender were their Hearts. 


The Kirg's Daughter at length by Lot, 
Was doom'd to work his Woe ; 
rom her fair Hands, a fatal Shot 
11 Wi Qur of a golden Bow, 
"Hull * Muſt put a Period · to the Strife; 
n At which, Grief did her ſeize; 
She of her Father begg'd his Life, 
* | D pon her bended Knees: 
| 
| 
| 


Saying, My gracious Sovereign Lord, 
And honour'd Father dear, | 
He well deſerves a large Reward ; 
Then be not ſo ſevere: 7 | 
Give me his Life. He grants the Boon; 
And then without Delay, | 
Thus Spaniſh Champion, ere twas Noon, 
Kid with her quite away. 


” www acc .. avis * - 
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Now come we to St. Anthony, 
A Man with Valour fraught, 
The Champion of fair [taly, 
Who many Wonders wrought ; 
Firſt, he a mighty Giant flew, 
The Terror of Mankind: 
Young Ladies fair, pure Virgins too, 
This Giant kept confin'd 


Within his Caftle-Walls of Stone, 
And Gates of ſolid Braſs; 
Where Seven Ladies made their Moan. 
But out they could not paſs. 
Many brave Lords, and Knights likewiſe, 
To free them did engage ; | 
Who fell a bleeding Sacrifice 
To this fierce Giant's Rage. 


Fair Daughters to a Royal King! 
Yet Fortune, after all, 

Did our renowned Champion bring, 
To free them from their Thrall: 

Aſſiſted by the Hand of Heav'n, 
He ventur'd Life and Limb; 

Behold, the faireſt of the Sev'n, 
She fell in Love with him. 


That Champion good, bold St. Anden 
The famous Scote:ſh Enig , 
Dark gloomy Deſarts travell'd.through,. 
Where Phalus gave no Light; 
Haunted with Spirits, for a While 
His weary Courſe he ſteerss 
Till Fortune blefs'd bim with a Smile, 
And ſhook off all his Fears. 
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9 The Scottiſh Champion clears the Ways, 


* Whack was a glorious Thing. 


= oTiant! 


This Chriſtian Champion travell d long, 


Till at the length he came 

Unte the Giant's Caſtle ſtrong, 
Great Blanderon by Name: 

Where the King's Daughters were transform'd 
Into the _ of Swans ; 


Tb them he freed, their Father ſtorm'd, 


But he his Malice ſhuns : 


Far tho* Five Hundred armed Knights 
Did ſtraight befet him round, 

Our Chriſtian Champion with them fights, 
Till on the Heathen Ground | 

Moft of thoſe Pagan: bleeding lay; 
Which much perplex'd the King: 


, » \ 
St. Patrick too of Ireland, 


That Noble Knight of Fame, 
He travell'd, as we underſtand, 
THI at the length he came 


Into a Grove where Satyrs dwelt ;; 


Where Ladies he beheld, 


Who had their raged Fury felt, 


And were with Sorrow fill'd: 


He drew his Sword, an did maintain 


A ſharp and bloody. Fray, 
Till the R mg-leader he had flain ; 
The reſt ſoon fled away. 
Ladies fair, 


This done; he ask'd the 


Who were in Silks array'd, 
From whenze they came, and who they were? 
They'anſwer'd him, and 1aic!;, 


We 
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We are all Daughters to a King, 
Whom a brave Scottiſh Knight 
Did out of Tribulation bring: 
He having took his Flight, 
Now after him we are in Queſt: 
St, Patrick then replies, | 
He is my Friend, I cannot reſt 
Till J find him likewiſe « 


So Ladies, if you do intend 
To take your Lot with me; 

This Sword of mine ſhall you defend: 
From ſavage Cruelty, 

The Ladies freely ave Conſent. 
To travel many Miles; 


Thro* ſhady Groves and Woods they went;. 


In Search of Fortune's Smiles. 


The Chriſtian Champion David went 
To the Tartarian Court; 7 
Where, at their Tilt and Tournam 
And ſuch like Royal Sport, 

He overthrew the only Son 
Of the Count Palatine ; 

This noble Action being done, 
His Fame began to ſhine. 


The young Count's ſad and ſudden Death 


Turn'd all their Joys to Grief; 
He bleeding lay, bereav'd of Breath,. 
The Father's Son in Chief: 


But Lords and Ladies blaz'd the Fame : 


Of our brave Champion bold; 


Saying,. They ought to write his Name 


% 


In Characters of. Gold. * 
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Here have T writ a fair Account 
Of each Heroick Deed, | 

Done by thefe Knights; which will ſurmount 
All thoſe that ſhall ſucceed. 

The ancient Chronicles of Kings, 
E're ſince the World begun, 


- Can't doaſt of ſuch renowned Things, 


As theſe brave Knights have done. 


St. George he was for England, 
St. Dennis was for France : 


St. Fames for Spain, whoſe valiant Hand 


Did Chriſtian Fame advance: 
St. Anthony for Italy, 
eu for Scots ne're fails; 


"A . too ſtands for Ireland, 


St. David was for Wales. 
Thus have you, thoſe ſtout Champions Names 


this renowned Song: _ 
| ung captive Ladies bound in Chains 


>"Confin'd in Caftles ſtrong, 
They did by Knightly Prowefs free, 
True Honour to maintain; 


Then ler their laſting Memory 
From Age to Age remain. 
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VI. An Excellent Ballad of a moſt 


dreadful Combat, fought between | 
Moore of Moore- Hall, and the N = 


* 


gon of Wantlex. my 
Tho” this Ballad does not properly fall under 
the. Denomination of Hiſtorical, yet ought it 
naturally to follow the Iwo former; it la- 
ving been ever look d upon as Oitieiſm, on 
Ridicule upon St. George, the Seven Cham 
pions, Guy Earl of Warwick, and ſeveral,” 
other Songs of the like nature, mbich will 3 
ſcaroe find a Place in this Collection; and*_ 
is the ſame to Ballads of Chivalry, as Don © 
Quixot is to Books of that Kind.  Howeverg* 85 = 
there are ſome People who will by no mean 6 
allow this to have been the Defign of the... 
Peet, nor the Song to be a Fiece of reds 
ciſm, bnt a Sy; Aud to prove this, WA > 
tell you, That in Days of Old, a certain: 
Gentleman, a Member-of the Lay, and mn | 
repreſented by the Dragon, being left Gugr 

dian to Three Orphans, and xo . A 
pn Flaw in their Titles, put in h Claim, oo 

riv'd them of their Eſtate," took Foſſe 7 1 

1 himſelf, and Lala them overt to 1, 


. 


| ; With Seven Heads, and Fourteen Eyes, 


But he had a Club, this Dragon to drub, 
Or he had ne're don't, I warrant ye: 


1 8 3 This Dragon had yo furious Wings, 

90 4 With a Sting in his Tail, as long as a Flailj, = 
Which made him bolder and bolder. 

He had long Claws, and in his Jaws. 


With a Hide as tough, as any Buff, 


WET” Have you not heard of the Trojan Horſey, 
This Dragon was not quite ſo big, 


Devoured he, poor Children Three, 


And-at one Sup, he eat them up, 


5 Pet | 
Pariſh. Upon which, another ( here called 
Moore of Moore-Hall ) took up their Cauſe, 
ſued the mijn Guardian, caft him, and re- 
cover d the Eſtate for the Children. I ſhall 
not pretend to decide any Thing in a Diſpute 
ej this Importance: The Hypotheſes are both: 
© probable; but which may be the juſteſt, I ſhall 
leave the Learned to determine. 


LD Stories tell, how Hercules 
A Dragon fſew at Lerna, 


To ſee and well diſcern-a : 


Dut- Moore of Moore- Hall, with nothing at all, 5 
He flew the Dragon of Wantley. | 


Euch one upon each Shoulder; 


Four and forty Teeth of Iron; 


| "Which did him round environ. a 1 


With Seventy Men in his Belly ? 


But very near, III tell you: 


That could not with him grapple * 


'As one wWauld cat an Apple. 


ralled 
auſe, 


d re- 


Hall 
ſpute 


both: 
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39 
an Sorts of Cattle this Dragon did eat, 


Some fay he eat up Trees, 
And that the Foreft ſure he would 
Devour by degrees : 
For Houſes and Churches, were to him Geeſe 
and Furkies;.; 


He eat all, and left none behind, 


But ſome Stones, dear  Fack, which he could not 
, | 4 


o * id 
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Which on the Hills you will find. 


In York ſhire, near fair Rotherham. 
The Place I know it well, 

Some Two or Three Miles, or thereabouts, 
I vow I cannot tell; 


But there is a Hedge, juſt on the Hill Edge, 


And Matthew's Houfe hard by it; | 
O there and then, was this Dragon Den, 
You could not chuſe but ſpy it. wt 
Some ſay, this Dragon was a Witeh; 
Some ſay, he was a Devil, 
For from his Nofe a Smoke aroſs, 
And with it burning Snivel ; H 
Which-he caſt off, when he did coughs. 
Into a Well that ftands by ; 
Which made it look, juſt like a-Brook 
Running with burning Brandy. 


Hard by a firkpds Knight there dwelt, 
Of whom all Towns did ring; 
For he could wreſtle, play at Quarter- Staff, 


Lhe 


2 


cuft and h 
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Call Son of a Whore, do any kind of Thing: 
By the T'ail and the Main, wich his Hands tw ain 


He —_ 4 Horſe till he was . 
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And what is ſtranger, he for very Anger 
Eat him all up by his . nm 


Thefe Children, as I told, being eat; 

Men, 1 Girls and Boys, a 
Sighing an ing came to his Lodgin 

Ed made a hideous Noiſe : 2 
O fave us all, More of Moore-Hal i, 

Thou peerleſs Knight of theſe Woods; 


Do but flay this Dragon, who won't leave us a 


Rag on, 
We'll give thee all our Goods. 


Tut, tut, quoth he, no Goods I want; 
But I want, I want in ſooth, 


7 A fair Maid of Sixteen, that's brisk, 


And ſmiles about the Mouth; 


e, both above and below; 


With Bluſhes her Cheeks adorning ; 


70 noint me o're Night, e're I go to fight, 


And to dreſs me in the Morning, 


puis being done, he did engage 


To bew this Dragon down; 


But firſt he went, new Armour to 


Beſpeak at Sheffield Town ;. | 


With Spikes all about, not within but without, 


Of Steel ſo ſharp and ſtrong; 


1118 by : Both behind and before, Arms, Legs, and all ore, 


Some Five or Six Inches long. 


mad you ſeen him in this-Dreſs, 


How fierce he look'd and how big, 


- You would have thought him fon ro beg: 


Some han Porcupig: 


Hexe frighted all, Cats, Dogs, and all, 


Each Cow, each Horſe, and each Hog; 


[5 For Fear they did flee, for they took him to be 


; Some ſtrange out-landiſh Hedge-hog. 
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ro ſee this Fight, all People then 
Got upon Trees and Houſes, 


But they put on their Trowſes, 

Not to ſpoil their Hoſe. As ſoon as he aroſe, 
To make him ſtrong and might 

He drank by the * Six Pots of Ale, 


And a. Quart of Aqua-Vite. b 


It is not Strength that always wins, 
For Wit does Strength excel; 
Which made our cunning Champion 
Creep down into a Well; 
Where he did think, this Dragon would drink, 
And ſo he did in truth; * 
And as he ſtoop'd low, he roſe up and cry'd Bob! 
And har him on the Mouth. 


Oh, quoth the Dragon, Pox take thee, 
Thou that diſturb'ſt me in my Drink 
With that he turn'd, and ſh--t at him; 
Good Jack, how he did tink! * Ls 
Beſbrew thy Soul, thy Body's foul, _ 

Thy Dun ſmells nor like Balſam; ; 
Thou Son of a Whore, thou ſtink'ſt ſo ſore, 
Sure thy Diet is unwholſome. 


out,” 


Crept out upon the Brink, 
And gave the Dragon ſuch a Douſe, 
He knew not what to think: 
By cock, quoth he, ſay 1 ſo; do you ſee? 
And then at him he let 
ith Hand and with Foot, * ſo they went tot. 
And the word it was, Hey by, bey J 


Then to it they fell at all, 
Like Two wild Boars ſo fierce, I may 


Compare great 'Things with ſmall 


» ws. * 


Your Words, quoth the W I don't under- 
8 ſtand; 


On Churches ſome, and Chimneys too; l 


? 


2 20 


Our politiek Knight, on the other fide, 2 8 


4] 
/ 
Two Days and a Night, with this Dragon did 
Our Champion on the Ground ; [ fight, 
Thoꝰ their Strength it was great, their Skill it waz 
They never had one Wound. [ neat, 


At length the hard Earth began to quake, 
The Dragon gave him fuck a Knock, 

Which made him to reel, and ftrait he thought 
To lift him as high as a Rock, | 

And then let him fall: But Moore of Moore- Hall, 
Like a valiant Son of Mars, 

As he came like a Lout, ſo he turn'd him about, 


And hit him a Kick on the A--ſe. 


Oh, quoth the Dragon, with a deep Sigh, 
And turn'd Six times together, 
Sobbing and tearing, curling and ſwearing 
Out of his Throat of Leather; 
Moore of Moore- Hall, O thou Raſcal, 
Would Thad ſeen thee never; 
With the Thing at thy Foot, thou haſt prick'd my 
And I'm quite undone for ever. [ A--ſe-gut, 


Murder, Murder, the Dragon ery'd, 
Alack, alack, for Grief; 
Had you but mifs'd that Place, you could 
Have done me no Miſchief. | 
Then his Head he ſhak'd, trembled and quak'd, 
And down he laid and ery'd; | 
Firſt on one Knee, then on Back tumbled he, 
So groan'd, kick d, ſh--t, and dy d. 


Sp TY, 
VIE King 
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VII. King Alfred and the Shepherd. 


ith the Humours of Gillian, the Shepherd's 
WEE. 2: 


To the Tune of Flying Fame. -— +" 


— 
** 
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civg now enter'd upon Apocryphal Ballads, I - 
ſhall here chuſe to inſert one or ' two. more + 
gut, Ibe former, both for its own Antiquity, 
and that of the Story it treats of, de- 
ſerv'd a firſt Place in this Collection. Ibe 

only Obyzetion I had to Placing it there, 

was, that I conld not anſwer for its being 
d, Fat, However, I cannot juſtly. ran this 
Song with the Two or Three foregoing onen; 
for in this, thgre is at leaft a Poſtbility, and 
(I believe I might ſay) a Probability - f, 
Truth. , Alfred was not the only King, bo- 
bas wander'd incog. among /t his Subjects, ; 
to diſcover their Humours, Affection, and 
Manner of Living. Ve have had ſome.of © 
our own, as well as ſeveral Foreigh Poten- 
tates, who have made a Practice of it; and 
x even 


ing 


Fn 
even this good King Alfred himſelf is re- 


"+. Corded to have done it, at a Time when the 


ca very liberal Education; Endowments 


Danger was far greater than venturing 4. 
Mong /t Swains and Peaſants. For the Danes 
having invaded England , and left him 
(of the whole Iſland ) only the Counties of 
Southampton, Wilts, and Somerſet, h: 
* diſguiſed himſelf, and enter'd their Camp, 
ta reconnoitre their Strength, Manner of 
Incamping, &c. And hayng ſeen and learnt 
all be deſir d, be 4 to his own Sol. 
diiers; and leading them on, they fell un- 
awares upon the Danes, and for that Tear 
drove em out of the Kingdom. If he could 
do this, we may reaſonably ſuppoſe, that in 
Time of Peace, be could venture himſelf a. 
mog ft his own Subjects; eſpecially con ſider. 
ing how much he was belouv'd by them all, 
end how little Riſque be ran amongſt them 
For be was a juſt, wiſe, and pious Prince, 


nuncommon in thoſe early Days: And beſides 
the Arts of War and Government, be un- 
der ſtood ſeveral- of the Sciences; and, 4. 
mong ſt other, Muſick and Poetry to a Per- 
fection. His Works of Piety were many; 
but, in particular, we are indebted to him 
for the Foundation of the Univerſity of Ox- 
ford : And notwitftanding the petty Cavils 
and Criticiſms of ſome Antiquarians, the 
Members of Univerlity-College fill re- 
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ow Dick and Tom, in clouted Shoon, 
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turn Thanks for hin, as their Founder: 
This Prince was the Fourth Son of King 
Egbert, of the Saxon Line: His Three 
Elder Brothers reign'd ſucceſively before 
him ; but all dying without Iſſue, he at 
length inherited the Crown, reign'd Nine 
and Twenty Tears, died in the Tear gol, 
and was buried at Wincheſter, I have no- 
thing more to add, than that I think this 
Song one of the beſt Paſtorals that ever was. 
written in the Engliſh Tongue. I will not 
ſay, that our Poet had: read the Story of 
Baucis and Philemon; but thus much I 
dare aſſert, That in the Deſcription of the 
Shepherd and his Wife's Manner of Living, 
their Fare on better Days, &c. be truly 
comes up to the Spirit f Ovid, and does 
not fall ſhort of Theocritus in Simplicity, 


and a natural Way of expreſſing every Thing 


in Words becoming a Paſtoral Song. 


* 


| N Elder Time there was of Yore, 


When Gibes of churliſh Glee : e 


Vere us'd among our Country Carls, 


Tho' no ſuch Thing now be. | 

he which King Alfred liking well, . 

Forſook his _ Court, 
nown went forth, 1386 

To ſee that joviał Sport; Fx 


And Coats of Ruſſet Grey, 


Eſteem'd themſelves more brave than them 


That went in Golden Ray. 48 
' * '{ | In 
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In Garments fit for ſuch a Life 
The good King Alfred went, 
Ragged and torn as from his Back 
The Beggar his Cloaths had rent. 


A Sword and Buekler good and ſtrong, 
To give Jack Sauce a Rap; 

And on his Head, inſtead of a Crown, 

He wore a Monmouth Cap. 

Thus coaſting thorough Somerſet ſhire, = 

Near Newton-Court he met 

A Shepherd Swain of luſty Limb, 
That up and down did jet : 


He wore a Bonnet of good Grey, 
Cloſe-button'd to his Chin; 

And at his Back a Leather Scrip, 
With much good Meat therein. 


- - God ſpeed, good Shepherd, quoth the King; 


I come to be thy Gueſt, * 
To taſte of thy good Victuals here, 
And Drink that's of the beſt: 


Thy Scrip, I know, hath Cheer good Store: 
What then, the Shepherd ſaid ? 
Thou ſeem'ſt to be ſome ſturdy Thief, 
And mak'ſt me ſore afraid: 
Yet if thou wilt thy Dinner win, 
Thy Sword, and Buckler take; 
And, if thou can'ſt, into my Serip 
Therewith an Entrance make, 


I tell thee, Roiſter, it hath Store 
Of Beef aud Bacon fat, 
With Sheaves of Barley-Bread, to make 
Thy Chaps to Water at: 4 
Here ſtands my Bottle, here my Bagy 
If thou can'ft win them, Roiſter ; 
5 thy Sword and Buckler here, 
My Sheep-hook is my Maſter. 


o 


yy. 


*% I 


[47 ] 

Bexedicize, quoth our good King; 
Ir never mall be A | 

That Alfred of the Shepherd's Hook 
Will Rand a what afraid. | 

So ſoundly thus they both fell ro't, 
And giving Bang for Bang; 

At ev'ry Blow the Shepherd gave, 
King Alfred's Sword cry'd Twang. 


His Buckler prov'd his chiefeſt Fence; 

For ſtill the Shepherd's Hook 
Was that the which King Alfred could 

In no good manner brook. 49242 
At laſt, when they had fought Four Hours, 


And it grew juſt Mid Ys | 
right good Will 


And weary'd, both, with 
Deſir d each other's Stay: 


A Truce I crave, quoth Alfred then; 
Good Shepherd, hold thy Hand; 

A ſturdier Fellow than thy ſelf 
Lives not within the Land. 

Nor a luſtier Roiſter than thou art, 
The churliſh Shepherd ſaid : 

To tell thee plain, thy Thieviſh Look 
Now makes my Heart afraid. 


Elſe ſure thow art ſome Prodigal, 
Which haſt conſum'd thy Store, | 
And now com'ſt wand'ring in this Place, 
To rob and ſteal for more. | 
Deem not of me then, quoth our King 
Good Shepherd, in this ſort ; 
A Gentleman well known I am 
In good King Aids Court. 


The Devil thou art, the Shepherd ſaid; 
Thou go'ſt in Rags all torn; Ty 

Thou rather ſeem'ſt, I think; to be © 
Some Beggar baſely born 
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But if thou wilt mend thy Eftate, 
And here a Shepherd be; \Qh 2 

At Night, to Gillian, my ſweet Wife, © 
Thou ſhalt go Home with me : | 


For ſhe's as good a toothleſs Dame, 
As mumbleth on brown Bread ; 
Where thou ſhalt lye in hurden Sheets, 
Upon a freſh Straw Bed. 
Of Whig and Whey we have good Store, 
And keep good Peaſe-ſtraw Fire; 
And now and then good Barley.Cakes, 
As better Days require. 


But for my Maſter, which is Chief, 
And Lord of Neuton-Couat, 

He keeps, I ſay, - his Shepherd Swains 
In far more braver Sort ; 

We there haye Curds and clouted Cream, 
Of Red Cow's Morning Milk; 

And now and then fine butter'd Cakes, 
As ſoft as any Silk, 


Of Beef and reiſed Bacon ſtore, 
That is moſt fat and greaſy, 
We have likewiſe, to feed our Chaps, 
And make them glib and eaſy. 
Thus if thou wilt my Man become, 
This Uſage thou ſhalt have; 
not, adieu; go hang thy ſelf; 
And ſo farewel, Sir Knave. 


ang Lived hearing of this Glee 

The churliſh Shepherd ſaid, 

Was well content to be his Man; 

So they a Bargain made: 

A Penny round thg Shepherd gave, 

In Earneſt of this Match, 

To keep his Sheep in Field and Fold, 
As Shepherds uſe to watch. 


* - 


His 


49 
His Wages ſhall de full Ten Ce — 


For Service of a Year; 


Yet was ft not his Uſe, old 148,” 5 ud 4 K-27 


To hire a Man ſo'dear + 

For did the King himſelf, quoth he, 
Unto my Cottage come, 1 

He ſhould not, for a twelve-month's Pay, 


Receive a greater Sum. 2 8 


Hereat the bonn King grew bub, 
To hear the clownifh Jeſt; 

How filly Sots, as Cuſtom is 
Do deſcant at the beſt + 

Bur not to ſpoil the fooliſh Sport, . 
He was content, good King, 

To fit the Shepherd's Humour right 
In ev'ry kind of Thing. 


A Sheep-hook then, with Patch his Dog, 
And Tar-box by his Side ; 


He, with his Matter, Cheek by your TEES 5 U 


Unto old Gillian hy d. 

Into whoſe Sight no ſooner come; 
Whom have you here, quoth ſhe? 

A Fellow, I doubt, will eur our Tha; 


So like a Knave looks he. 


Not ſo, old Dame, quoth Alfred arg, | 
Of me you need not fear; 
My Maſter hir'd me for Ten Groats, 
To ſerve you one whole Year : 
So, good Dame Gillian, grant me Leave | 
Within your Houſe to ; ſtay ; ; : 
For, by St. Anne, do what you can, 
I will not yet away. 


Her churliſh Uſage pleas'd him \ Bill," 
And put him to ſuch Proof, 
Thar * at Night was almoſt choak'd 


Within that ſmoaky Roof: 
: D 


1 19 1 
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But as he ſat with ſmilin Cheer, 
"The Event-of all co (oe s 


His Dame broughr 7 my a Piece of EE 
Which in the Fire throws he; 


Where lying on the Hearth to bake, 
By chance, the Cake did burn : 

What can'ſt thou not, thou Lout, (quoth * 
Take pains the ſame to turn 

Thou art more. So to take it . 
And eat it u f Dough, 

| Than thus to * till it be enough, 

; And ſo thy Manners ſhow. 


Baut ſerve me ſuch another Trick, 
J I'll thwack thee on the Snout : 
Which made the patient King, good Man, 
Of her to ſtand in doubt. 
But, to be brief, to Bed they went, 

The old Man and his Wife; 
| But never ſuch 'a Lodging had | 
1 King Alfred in his Life; 


For he was laid in white Sheep's Wool, 

New pull'd from tanned Fells 
And o're his Head hang'd Spiders Webs, 

As if they had been Bells. 


Is this the, Country Guiſe, thought he? / 
Then here I will nor ſtay, 
But hence be gone, as ſoon as breaks 


The peeping of next Day, 


"The cackling Hens and Geeſe kept rooſt, 

And perched at his Side ; 1 
Where, at the laſt, the watchful Cock 

Made known the Morning Tide: 


Then up got with his Horn, 0 "FI 1 
And blew ſo long a Blaſt, | ; 
That it made Gillian and her Groom, 5 . 


In Bed, full fore aghaſt. T7 
Ariſe, 


[fr] 
Ariſe, quoth ſhe, we are undone; * 
This Night we lodged have, 
At unawares, within-our Houſe, 
A falſe diſſembling Knave © 
Riſe, Husband, riſe 5 he'll cut our Threats 3 
He calleth for his Mates: | 
I'd give, Old Mill, our food Cade Lamb, 
He would depart our Gates. | 


But till King Alfred blew his Horn 
Before them, more and more; © 
Till that an Hundred Lords and Knights 
All lighted at the Door: "—_————_ 
Who cry'd, All hail, all hail, good King; 
Long have we ſought your Grace. * 
And here you find (my merry Men all) 
Your Sov'reign in this Place. 


We ſurely muſt be hang! d up both, 
Old Gillian, I much fear, 

The Shepherd ſaid, for uſing thus 
Our good King Alfred here. 

O Pardon, my Liege, quoth Gillian then, 
For my Husband, and for me : 

By theſe Ten Bones, I never thought 
The ſame that now I ſee. 


And, by my Hook, the Shepherd ſaid, 
(An Oath both good and true) a 
Before this Time, O Noble King, 
I ne're your Highneſs knew : - 
Then pardon me, and my old Wife, 
That we may after ſay, 
When firſt you came into our Houſe 
It was a happy Day. 


It ſhall be done, ſaid A fred, ſtraight ; 
And Gillian, = old Dame, 

For this her churliſh uſing me 

Deſeryeth. not much _ : 

VE Ik 2- 
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For tis th Country Guiſe, Iſee, - 5) 
To be thus blunriſh ſtill; "SHY 
And where the plaineſt Meaning is 
Remains the ſmalleſt III. 


And, Maſter, lo, I tell thee now; 
For thy late Manhood ſhown, 
A Thouf, nd Wethers I'll beſtow 
pon thee for thy own; | 
And Paſture-Ground, as much as will 
Suffice to feed them all: 
And this thy lt I will N 
Into a ſtately H 


And for the ſame, as Duty binds, 

The Shepherd ſaid, Good King, 

Milk-white Lamb, once ey'ry Year, 
III to your Highneſs bring : 
And Gillian, my Wife, likewiſe, 
| Of Wool to make you Coats, 

Will give you as much at New-Year's Tide, 

| - e flat e worth Ten Groats:; 


And in 7 Praiſe, my Bag-pipes mall 
Sound ſweetly once a Year, 4 
How Alfred, our 8 King, 
Moſt kindly hath been here. 
Thanks, She herd, Thanks, quoth he again: 
The next Time I come hither, 
My Lords with me, here in this Houſe, 
Will all be merry together. 
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VIII. A pleaſant Ballad of King N 
the IId, and the Miller of Mansfield 


Shewing how he was entertain d and N 
at the Miller's Houſe. * 


Fo the Tune of The French. Levalto, See. 


| 
| 
N 
1 


. 

: 
== 
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The following Song is grounded upon 4 8850 
much of the ſame Nature as the former 3 
ave that, in this, Ning Henry's wandering 
was accidental; in the other, King Alfred? 
was deſign'd. Both our Poets, I believe, hal 

an Intent to 770 at the Hoſj [pitalit uſed bere 
in Days of Old, common to the Eng liſh in 
general, now confor d to Ruſticks — Bait 
as I have nothing to ſay directly to the u i 
of this Ballad, I/ 117 or bear troubling my 
eader with a long aud impertinent Intro- of 
duction. But, to be before hand with GC 
ticks , T ſhall juft obſerve , That the ** 4 
of this Song is nous of the [moothe 1 or moſt +. 
regular. However, thoſe who are diſpleas'd with i 
it, may find ſome Amends in the Thoughts: at. 
leaſt, if they are capable of reliſhing Senticl _ 
ments and Diction truly ruſtick i in every Pint, 


without the leaſt Diſgmſe, or Covering of Art. * 0 


H our Royal King, would ride a hunting, 

To the green Foreſt, ſo pleaſant and fair; 
To have the Hart chaſed, and dainty Does tri pping; 

J Unto merry Sherwood his. Nobles repai:: 
| D 3 Hawk 


F541] 

Hawk and Hound was unbound , all Things pre- 

| | 4 4 4 nar'd 
For the fame, to the Game, with good Regard. 

All long Summer's Day, rode the King plea- 

| ſantly, 


Wich all his Princes and Nobles each one; 
Chaſing the Hart and Hind, and the _ gal- 
1 antly, 
Fill the dark Evening forc'd him to turn home. 
Then at the laſt, riding faſt, he had loſt quite 
All his Lords in the Wood, late in « dark Night. 


Wand'ring thus warily, all alone, up and down, 
. With a rude Miller he met with at laſt; 
Asking the ready Way unto fair Notting bam? 
Sir, quoth the Miller, your Way you have loft : 
Yer I think, what T think, Truth for to ſay, 


Tou do not likely ride out of your Way. 

Why, what doſt thou think of me! quoth our 
| * 14. King merrily, 
Paſling thy Judgment upon me ſo brief: 


* Good faith, ſaid the Miller, I mean not to co 
ö ee; 


I gueſs thee to be ſome Gentleman Thief: 
Stand thee back, in the dark; light thee not down, 
Left that Ipreſently crak thy Knave's Crown. 


AS J g vw : EIT N * A 
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Thou haft abus d me much, quoth the King, fay- 


” ing thus; 
ak Fam a Gentleman, and Lodging I lack. 
Thou haſt not, quoth the Miller, one Groat in 


1 

4 | thy Purſe; 
t Ali thy Inheritance bangs on thy Back. 8 
I have Gold to diſcharge all that I cal 
ebe Forty Pence, I will pay all. 


\ "= 
| \ 
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If thon beeſt a true Man, then Roth the Miller, 
I ſwear by my Toll-diſh „ III lodge thee Þ on 
| t * Night. 
Here's my Hand, queth the King, that I was ever. 
Nay, ſoft, quoth the Miller, thou may'ſt be 4 


% tO SPEER 
) Better III know thee, e're Hands I will take; 
With none but honeſt Men, Hands will I ſhake, 


* 


Thus they went all along unto the Miller's — 4 
Where they were ſeething of Puddings 1 5 

0 , F - me - 

The Miller firſt enter'd in, then after him e 


King; 
8 Never came he in ſo ſmoaky a Houſe. Ee 
Now (quoth he) let me ſee here what you are 
Quoth our King, look your Fill, and do not ſpare... 


I Like thy Countenance, thou haft an honeſt Face ; © 
With my Son Richard this Night thou ſhalt lyãe.—- 
Quoth bis Wife, By wy Troth, it is a handſome. 


| ' Youth; 
ö Yet it 1s beſt, Husband, for to deal warily: :.-+ 
Art thou not a Run- away, prithee Youth tell 7 
4 Shew me thy Paſſport, and. all ſhall be well. 
: LES 7 1 
D Then our King preſently, making 1 nrtefyy” © 
With his Hat in his Hand, thus did he ſay ; 
I have no Paſſport, not ever was Servitor;.. +» 
But a poor Courtier, rode out of my wayz:* a 
And for your Kindneſs here offered ma, * 
ö will requite it in every Degree: 1 


Then to the Miller his Wife whiſper d ſeeretiſj,. 
| 3 ſeems, this Youth's of gocd Kin, . 
Both by his Apparel, and eke by his Manners ; 
To. turn him out, certainly Were a great Sin- 


4 
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Tea, quoth he, may ſee he hath ſome Grace, 
When he doth ſpeak to his Betters in Place. 


Well, quoth the Miller's Wife, young Man-wel- 
18 come here; 
And, tho' I ſay it, well lodg'd ſhalt thou be: 

Freſh Straw I will have, laid on thy Bed ſo brave, 
Good brown hempen Sheets likewiſe, quoth ſhe. 

uoth the good Man ; and when that 1s done, 

You ſhall lye with no worſe than our own Son. 


Nay, firſt , quoth Richard,” Good-Fellow, tell · me 
: true? 
Haſt thou no Creepers within thy gay Hoſe : 
Or art thou not troubled with the Scabbado? 
I pray, quoth the King, what Things are 
77 "bp, thoſe ? 
Art thon not lowſy, nor ſcabby, quoth he ? 
Tf thou beeſt, ſurely thou 1 K not with me. 


This eats'd the King ſuddenly , to laugh moſt 
2 heartily, . 


Till the Tears trickled down from his Eyes. 


Then to their Supper were they ſet orderly, 


With a hot Bag- Pudding, and good Apple Pies; 


Nappy Ale, ood and ſtale, in a brown Bow], 
Which did about the Board merrily rowl. 


© Heze, quoth the Miller, Good Fellow, I'll drink to 


thee, 


And to all the C Ids, where-ever they be. 


Il pledge you, quoth our King, and thank yon 


1 NY. |, beartaly, 
or your good Welcome in every Degree, . -, 
And here, in like manner, I'll dxink to your Son: 
Do ſo, quoth Richard; but quick let 1t come. 
| | 3 > © Wie, , 
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Wife, quoth the Miller, fetch me forth wg 1 


That we of his Sweetneſt a little may taſte; 
A fair Ven'ſon Paſty, then brought ſhe _ fe. 
ſiently; 
Eat, quoth the Miller; but, Sir, make no waſte. 
Here's dainty Lightfoot, i faith, ſaid our King; 
I never before did eat ſo dainty a Thing. 


I wis (quoth Richard) no Dainty at all it is, 


For we do eat of it every Day. | 
In what Place (ſaid our King) may be bought like 
| unto this? 
We never pay Peny for it by fay : 
From merry Sberwood we fetch it home here ; 


Now and then we make bold with our King's © 


Deer. 
7 


Then IT think (ſaid our King) that it is Veniſon. 
Each Fool, quoth Richard, full well may 17 
that: 

Never are we without Two or Three under the 
Roof, 
Very well fleſhed, and excellent fat: . 
But, prithee, ſay nothing where-ever you go; 
We would not, for Two-pence, the King ſhould; 


4 


- 
| | it knowy = 
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Doubt not , then ſaid the King, my promis'd Se- 
| creſy ; 
The King ſhall never know more on't for — f 
A Cup of Lamb'svool they drank unto him then, 
And to their Beds they paſs d preſently. 


The Nobles , next Morning, went up and 


deus 
For to ſeek out che King in every Town: wall 


8 


— 
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At laſt}. at the Miller's Houſe, ſoon they eſ d. 

a ; . | him plain, 
As he wb mountihe upon his fair Steed; 

Fo whom they came preſently, falling upon their 


| Knee ; 
Which made the Miller's: Heart wofully 
| | bleed 
bn. Shaking and quaking, before them he ſtood, 
©. Thjaking he ſhould have been hang'd by the 
| | The King perceiving him. fearful and trem- 
4 bling, 


7 . 50 ; Drew forth his Sword, and nothing he ſaid : 

| The Miller down did fall, crying before them 
| / b all, 
Doubting the King would cut off his Head : ö 

But his kind Courteſy for to requite, 

Gays him 4 Liying, and made him. a Knight. 


C 


des 


ITT] 


$ | the Miller, 


L 


1 W Hen as our Royal K ing came Home from 
1 ö 3 Notting ham, 
And with his Nobles at Weminſter lay; 
Recounting the Sports and Paſtimes they had 
* | ta'en, 


Ini this late progreſs along by the way z. 


5 Qt. 
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of them all, great and ſmall; i. nr] | 
The * of Mansfield Sport liked = bet. 


And now, my Lords, quotli the King, I am de- 
termin d. 


Againſt St. George's next ſumptuous Feat, 

That this old Miller, our laſt” confirm'd Knight, 

With his Son Richard, ſhall both be my Gueſts: | 
For in this Merriment, tis my Deſire } 
To talk with the jolly Knight, and the young: | 

ö 


"Sq ire. 


: 
2 [ 
t- 


When as the Loras ſaw the King's Pleaſantneſs;; 4 
They were right joyful and glad in their 
Hearts, 

A Purſuivant there was ſent ſtreight on the Ba | 
+ Heſt,. q 

The which had oftentimes been in thoſe Parts. , 

When he came to the Place where he did dwell, 

His — orderly then he did tell. 1 p 


= 7 2 1 

God ſave your Worſhip, then aid che Meſſenger, 
And grant your Lady her Hearr's Deſir e, | 
And to your Son Richard good Fortune and Happi- 
nets, 2 ĩ 

That . ſweet. young Gentleman „and gallant 
ire. ' 


young” 
Our Kinz greets you all, and thee doth ſay, i 
You muſt come to the Court on St. Gtorge's Day ; * 


”, Therefore: in any „ Caſs, fail not to be in Place! 
I wis, quoth the Miller, this is an odd Jeſt:: 
id What. dul we do there? Faith, I. * x * 
n, ra 33 
I doubt (quoth Richard Y' be hang'd at theleaſts. 
Nay, quoth the Meſſenger, you do miſtake ; | 
| Our. King he provides a great Feat for your Sake 
1 Thee. 
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Then ſaid the Miller, Now by troth, Meſſenger, 
Thou haſt contented my Worſhip full well. 
Hold, here's Three F 


For theſe happy Tidings which thou 


[ 60 [ 


Let me ſee, here's to thee; tell to our King, 
We'll wait on his Maſterſhip in every Thing. 


The Purſuivant ſmiled at their Simplicity, | 
And making many Legs, took their Reward : 
And taking then his Leave with great Humility, 


To the King's Court again he repair'd ; 
Shewing unto his Grace, in each Degree, 


The Knight's meſt liberal Gift and Bounty. 


When he Was gone away , thus did the Miller 


here come Expences and Charges indeed; 


ings, to quit thy great 
Gentleneſs, 
doſt me 


tell. 


ſay, 


Now we muſt needs be brave, tho we ſpend ay we 
ave; 


For of new Garments we have great Need : 
Of Horſes and Serving-Men we muſt have Store, 
With Bridles and Saddles, and Twenty 


- You ſhall be at no more Charges for me, 
For I will turn and trim up my old 


With every 


Thing Ji 
And on our Mill Horſes full ſwift we will ride, 


as fine as may be; 


Things 


more. 


if Tuſh, Sir Fon, quoth his Wife , never fret not 
frown ; 


Ruſſet 
Gowns 


With Pillows and Pannels as we ſhall provide. 


-_— 
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In this moſt ſtately Sort, rode N 
Their jolly Son Richard foremoſt of all; 

Who ſet up by good Hap, a Cock's Feather = ys | 
| +” * by 

And ſo they jetted, down towards the King's 

y ett * I. 


The merry old Miller, with his Hands on his 


| | | Side; 
His Wife, like Maid Marain, did mince at that 
Tide. 
The King and his Nobles, that heard of his 
8 coming, 
Meeting this gallant Knight, with his brave 
* 4 Train; 


Welcome, Sir Knight, quoth he, with this your 
| | 832 2 
Good Sir Fobn Cockle, once welcome . 
And ſo is the Squire, of Courage ſo fre. 
Quoth Dick, Abots on you; do you know me? 


uoth our King gently, How ſhould I forget thee ? 

hos waſt 57 — Bed-fellow, well DI wort 

ut I think of a Trick, tell me that prithee 

How thou with Farting did'ſt make i oy 

1 5 . ee 

Thou whore-ſon happy Knave, then quoth the 

| XXnignt, 

Speak cleanly to our King, or elſe go ſu- te. 
1 


The King and his Courtiers heartily laugh'd at 
344 L WIT. 5 this; — 

While the King took them both by the Hand; F 
With Ladies and their Maids, like to the Queen 


. of Spades, 
The Miller's Wife did ſo orderly ſtand; |, © 
1 A Mil- 


p, 


4 1 
71. 


ithee © 


Here's to you both, he ſaid, in Wine „Ale and 


4 * =. _ Z n 
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/ If a Man could get one here for to eat, 
With that Dick aroſe, and pluck d one out of kis 


| Which with, Heat of his Beech. Began for to 


6&7 


A Milk-Maid's Courteſy at every Word; 


And down the Folks wore ſet at the Side-board':. 


Where the King royally, im Princely Majeſty, 
Sat at his Dinner with Joy and Delight: 
When they had eaten well, to Jeſting then 2 
J ( | e 
And the King then drank to the Knight: 


r.; 


Thanking you all for your Country Cheer, 


Quoth Sir Jahn Cockle, I'll pledge you a Pottle,. 
Were it the beſt Ale in — 1 2 
Dur then ſaid our King, Ido think of a Thing; 


Some of your Light-foot I would we had 
F \ | OT 32919 113-1) e date. 
Ho, ho, quoth Richard, full well Lmight fay it, 


"Tis Knavery to eat it, and then to betray it. 


Why, art thou angry? quoth our King merrily; 
- In faith, I take it very unkind: a 4 


thought thou would'ſt pledge me in Ale and Wine 


You're like to ſtay, quoth Dick, till I. have 
£9 | | din'd: 


You lech Us with twatling Diſhes ſo ſmall ; 
2— , & Black pudding is better, than all: 


| ! Ay, marry ,-quoth our King, that were a dainty 


., + Hoſe, 
ſweat. 
The 


63 
The King made à Proffer to ſnatch it away: 
Tis Meat for your Maſter; good sir, you hy 


. 
t 
Thus in great Merriment; » was the Time wholly: 
e © ſpent ;. 
1, And then the Ladies prepared to dance: 
Old Sir Fob Cockle, and Richard incohtinent T7 
nd Unto this Practice the King did advance: 


r Here with the Ladies ſueh ad they. did make, | 
The Nohles with laughing did make their Sides. 
ale. 


Many Thanks for choir Pains aid the King give» 


G m 
* Asking young Richard, if he would wed; 4 
re, Wl Among theſe Ladies free) telt me which, liketh 

thee :: 
5 


Quoth he, Frog Grambel, wih the, Head: 


She's my Love, ſhe's my Life, ſhe will I wed;. 
She hath ſworn 1. aue have her Maitlenhoad... 


Then-Sir bm Cockle the King call 4 unto 
And of merry. Sberevaed made him:Over-ſeer ; 
And gave him out of hand, Three Hundred: Poůndt 
early; 
And now take heed you. ſteal awe my? 
Deer. :: 
And once a Quarter let” s here have your View, 
And. thus, Ur Jobn. . I hid Een vo 


1 * 


| 
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IX. The Pedigree, Edneatin and Mar: 


riage of Robin Hood, u ith Clorinda, 
Queen of Titbury Feaſt : 295 


Suppoſed to be related by the Fiddler, who 


_ at their Wedding. 


There is ſcarce any Story ſo little known, for 
one ſo very popular , as that of Robin 


Hood apd Little John. Numbe ers there" 


are, who look upon all that is ſaid of em as 


fabulous „and believe em ( like the Heroes 


and Gods of Homer and Ovid) to bave 
exiftel 10 where, but in the fertile Brain of 


an anventing Poet, Nor is this the Opinion 


3 "4 


only. of a * w mithinking People: I have 
7 


57 heard it aſſerted 55 Men of good 
nſe ; but that they are 5 miſtaken, is 


very certain, For King Richard the Firſt, 


tranſported with Zeal, blindly facrific'd eve- 
55 Thing to it , and ruin d himſelf, and al- 

bis whole Nation, to carry on a War 
0 the Infidels in the Holy Land, 


where he vent in PFerſon.' The inteſtine 


Troubles of England were very great at that 
"6 Tine 
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Time ; and even John, the King's Brother, 
caballd to dethrone him, and to take Poſſeſ- 
fon of bis Kingdom. Ibis was an Oppor- 
tunty, which the Out-laws and Banditti 
would Fg no means negledt; and England 
was every where inſeſted with Thieves and 
Robbers. But amongſt theſe, none made ſo 
confiderable a Figue as Robin Hood; who, 
as our Hiſtorians aſſure us , chieſſy reſided in 
Yorkſhire 3 but who, if we may give any 
Credit to moſt of our Old Songs , was very 
converſant in the County of Nottingham. 
Beſides Little John, he had a Hundred 
Bow-men in his Retinue. But none but the 
Rich flood in Awe of him : So far from 
[poiling , the) Poor, he did them all the Good _ 


that lay in his Forer. Of the Rich, le 


ſeldom. abus d thoſe he robb'd'; and never 
offer d to ſtop, or rifle any Woman, It is 
rot very pofitrvely known who be wat; but 
the general Opinion of the Hiſtorians i, 
that be wis 4 NVobleman; by Birth-neble, 
and created an Earl for ſome confiderable 
Service done bis Country in War : But ha- 
ving riotouſiy ſpent his Eflate , he took to 
that Way of Living; rather chuſing to ven- 
ture his Life for every Thing he got, than to 
live in a dependent State, and be beholden 
to any body for his Bread. Hubert,  Arcb- 
biſhop of Canterbury, and Chief Fuſtici- 
ary of England, endeavouring all he could 


to 
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to ſuppreſs theſe Robbers and Ont-laws, [tt 
a very conſiderable Price upon the Head «f 
Robin Hood; and ſeveral Stratagems were 
made nſe of to apprebend bim: But all their 
Attempts prov'd fruntleſs. Force he repell 1 
by Force, and Art by Cunmng : Till 2 
length falling fick, he went (in order to be 
the better taken care of) to Birkleys, « 
Nunnery in Yorkſhire ; where be deſir d ts 
be let blood : But the Reward ſet upon his 
Head being vety confiderable , it prov'da 
great Temptation to ſome who knew him ; U 
whom he was betray'd ; and inſtead of bleed. 
ing as he defir'd, be was blooded to Death, 
about the latter. End of the Tear 1195, o 
the Beginning of the following Tear, As MY 1: 
_ the Sorg it jeif, I think I need not ſay ay 
© Thing ix \ Commendation of it; being t © 
mol beautiful, and one of the oldeſt extant 
' written on that Subject. Oye Thing »: 
mut obſerve in reading it; and that is, be. 
" tween ſome of the Stanza's we mnſt ſuppoſ? 
à conſiderable Time to paſs. Clor inda igt 
be thought a very for ward Girl, if, between ro 
Robin Hood's Qusſt ion and ber Anſwer 
we did not ſuppoſe Fwaor Three Hours tu T. 
bave been ſpent in Ourtſbip: And between 
Robin Hood's Being entertain d at Gam n 
well-Hall, and his having Ninety three Bor- 
men in Sherwood, we mnſt allow ſome Tear. Fo 
I know not how our -Criticks will reliſh ＋ 
i 


Tn, © WU wo 5 aA as io. 


— 


AF 


A 
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but J would have em remember, tVat our 
Poets of old ſcorn d to curbthe Foetick Fire, 
to give way to dull Rules. They bad no te- 
dious Comments npon Ariſtotle to conſult ; 
10 Boſſu's nor D-nn-8's to guide em, or, at 
leaſt, they bad too much Senſe to be; guided 
by them, Their Works were the firſt Flight 
of a lively Imagination ; and Poets were 
Iod npon like other Engliſhmen , born to 
live and write with Freedom. 


7 Ind Gentlemen, will you be patient a while ? 


Ay, and then you ſhall hear anon U 
A very good Ballad of bold Robin Hood, 
And of his Man, brave Little Jan. 


In Leekfly Town, in merry Nottingham ſbire, | 
in merry ſweet Lockfly Town; | 


There bold Rebin Heod he was born and was bred, "I, 


Bold Robin of famous Renown- -. | - 


The Father of Robin a Foreſter was, 
And he ſhet in a luſty lang Bow, - 
Two North Country Miles and an Inch ata Shot, 
As the Pindar of Wakefield does æna w. 


For he brought Adam Bell, and Clim of the Clugh, 
And William à Clowdael-le, 5 N 7T 

To ſhoot with our Foreſter for Forty Mark; 
And the Forefter beat them all Three. 


His Mother was Niece to the Coventry Knight, 
Which Warwick ſhire Men call Sir Gay; 
For he flew the blue Boar that hangs up at the: 


Or mine Hoſt of the Ball tells a Lye. [Gate, 


+4 
\ 
: 
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Her Brother was Gameve l,, of Great Gameve l- Hi 
And a Noble Houſe-keeper was he, 

Ay, as ever broke Bread in ſweet Nottingham ſhin, 
And a Squire of famous Degree. 


The Mother of Robin ſaid to her Husband, 
My Honey, my Love, and my Dear; 

Let Robin and I ride this Morning to Gamævel, 
To taſte of my Brother's good Cheer. 


And he ſaid, I grant thee thy Boon, gentle Jo 
Take one of my Horſes, I pray : 

The Sun is a riſing, and therefore make haſte, 
For To-morrow is Chriſtmas Day. 


Then Robin Hood's Father's grey Gelding wal 


And ſaddl'd and bridl'd was he; [brought 
God wot, a blue Bonnet, his new Suit of Cloaths, 
And a Cloak that did reach to his Knee, 


She got on her Holiday Kirtle and Gown, 


They were all of a light Lincoln Green; 


The Cloth was home-ſpun , but for Colour ani 
It might have beſeem'd our Queen, {Make 


And then Robin got on his basket-hilt Sword, 

And a Dagger on his t'other Side; 

And ſaid, My dear Mother, let's haſte to be gone 
We have Forty long Miles to ride. 


When Robin had mounted his Gelding ſo grey, 
His Father, 'without any 'Trouble, 

Set her up behind him; and bad her nor fear, 
For his Gelding had oft carry'd double. 


And when the was ſettl'd, they rode to thei! 
377 Th Þ, | _ © Neiphbours 
And drank, and ſhook Hands with them all: 

And then Robin gallop'd, and never gave o're 
* - Till they lighted at Gamwel-Hall. * 
5 
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And now you may think the right 'worſhipful © 
Was joyful his Siſter to ſee; '' © [Squire 

For he kiſs'd her,andkiſs'd her, andſwore a great 
Thou art welcome, kind Siſter, to me. [Oath, 


The Morrow, when Maſs had been ſaid in Ke 
Six Tables were cover'd in the Hall; [Chapel, 
And in comes the Squire, and makes a ſhort 


| | Speech; 
It was, Neighbours, you're welcome "if : 


But not a Man here, Mall taſte my Marth Beer, 
Till a Chriſtmas-Carol he does fmg: 
Then all clapt their Hands, and they ſhouted and 

Till the Hall and the Parlour did ring. (ſung, 


| NowMuftard and Braun, Roaſt Beef and Plumb- 


Were ſet upon every Table; (Pies, 
AndNoble George Gamwel ſaid, Eat and be merry, 
And drink too as long as you're able. 


WhenDinner was ended;lrisChaplain ſaidGrace ; 
And, Be , my Friends, ſaid the 'Squire: 
It rains, and it Now! but call for more Ale, 
And lay ſome more Wood on-the Fire. 
And now call ye Little Fobz hither to me; 
For Little Fobn is a fine Lad © oo 
At Gambols, and Juggling ,” and Twenty ſuch 
| Tricks, 
As ſhall make you both merry and glad. 
When Little Fehn came, to Gambols they went, 
Both Gentlemen, Yeomen, and Clown ; ©: _ 
And what do you think? Why, as true as 1 


| | 2 #1 g live, 
Bold Robin Hood put hem all down. © = 


— 


"1 1} 


And now you may think the right worſhiphu 2 


Was joyful this Sight for to ſee; {"Squir, 
For be ſaid, Couſin Robin, Thou'ft go no mori 1 


But tarry, and dwell here with me. [Home, 


Thou ſhalt have my Land jwhen I dye; and til s 
Thou ſhalt be the Staff Age. [then, 
Then grant me my Boon, d ncle, ſaid Robin . 

That Little Fobn may be my Page. 

And he ſaid, Kind Couſin, I grant thee thy Boon 5 
With all my Heart, fo let it be: 

Then come hither, Little John, ſaid Robin Hod 1 

Come hither, my Page, unto me. 

Go fetch me my Bow, my longeſt long Bow, A 

And broad Arrows, one, two, or three; 
For when tis fair Weather, we'll into Serun s 
Some merry Paſtime to ſee. 
When Robin Hood came into merry Sherevood, B 
e winded his Bugle ſo clear; 
And twice Five and rwenty good Yeomen and bol A 
Before Robin Hood did appear. 
Where are 2 Companions all, ſaid Robin Hoi H 
For ſtill J want Forty and three: 
Then ſaid a bold Yeoman, Lo, yonder they ſtan: 
All under a green Wood Tree. 


As that Word was ſpoke, Clorinda came by; Fi 


The Queen of the Shepherds was ſhe ; 


And herGown was of Velvet, as green as the Graf A 


And her Bus kin did reach to her Knee. 


Her Gait it was graceful, her Body was train ſl c. 


And her Countenance free from pride 
A Bow in her Hand, a _—_— and Arrows 
Hung dangling by her ſweet Side. 

2 
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Her Eye · brows were black, ay, and ſo was her 
And her Skin was as ſmooth as Glaſs ; (Hair, 

Her Viſage ſpoke Wiſdom and Modeſty tco ; 
Sets witch Robin Hood fuch a Laſs ? 


Said Robin Hood, Lady fair, whither away? 
Oh whither, fair Lady, away 2 

And ſhe made him Anſwer, To kill a fat Buck: 
For To-morrow is Tithury Day: 


Said Robin Hood, Lady fair, wander with me 
A little to: yonder green Bow'r ; | 

There fir down to reſt you, and you ſhall beſur 
Of a Brace, or a Leaſe, in an Hour. 


And as we were going towards the green Bow'r, 
Two Hundred good Bucks we eſpy'd ; 

She choſe out the fatteſt that was in the Herd, 
And ſhe ſhot him thro' fide and fide. ' 


By the Faith of my Body, ſaid bold Robin Hood, 
I never ſaw Woman like thee ; 

And com'ft thou from Eaſt, ay, or com'f thou from 
Thou need'ſ not beg Ven'ſon of me. ¶ Meſt, 


However, along to my Bow'r ſhall go, 
And taſte of a Forofter's 2 . 

And when we came thither , we found as good 
As any Man needs for to eat. - {Cheer, 


For there was hot Ven'ſon, and Warden Pies cold, 
Cream clouted, and Honey-Combs plenty ; 
And the Servitors they were, beſide Little ohn, 
Good Yeomen at leaſt Four and twenty. 
Clorinda/ ſaid, Tell me your Name, gentle Sir? 

And he ſaid, Tis bold Robin Feat) 2 
Squire Gamwel's mine Uncle; but all my De- 
Is to dwell in the merry Sherwood : Llight 
or 


1721 
For tis a fine Life; and tis void of all Strife WM 7 
N So tis, Sir, Clorinda 2 4 | 
But oh, ſaid bold Robin, how ſweet would it be Ml | 
If Clorinda would be my Bride! 
She bluſh'd at the Motion; yet, after a Pauſe Fc 
Said, Yes Sir, and with all my Heart. 
Then let us ſend for a Prieſt, ſaid Robin Hood, * 
And be marry'd before we do part. | 


But ſhe ſaid, It may not be ſo, gentle Sir; Be 
For I muſt. be at Tithury Feaſt : | 
And if Robin Hood will go thither with me, Fo: 
I'll make him the moſt welcome Gueſt. 


Said Robin Hood, Reach me that Buck, Lit: An 

For I'll go along with my Dear; [John / 

And bid my Yeomen kill Six Brace of Bucks, Fo. 

* And meet me To-morrow juſt here. 

. Before he had ridden Five Staffordſhire Miles, Wt An: 

Eight Yeomen, that were too bold, 1 

Bid Rebin Hood ftand, and deliver his Buck; W Th 

A truer Tale never was told. E 

I will not, faith, ſaid bold Robin: Come, oh VV! 

Stand to me, and we'll beat em all: C 

Then both drew their Swords, and ſo cut” em and MW He 
That Five of the Eight did fall. (ſlaſh'd em, 

A 
The Three that remain'd, call'd to Robin for 

ien | Quarter, And 

And pitiful Fobn begg'd their Lives: V 

When Fobn's Boon was granted, he gave then The 

| P s 80 Counſel, \ 

And ſo ſent them home to their Wives. 

lot * | | | a And 
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This Battel was fought. near to Tit Town, 
When the Bag-pipes baited the buff 1 

I am King of the Fiddlers, and ſwear tis a Truth; 


And call him that doubts it, a Gull. 


Pauſe, MW For I ſaw them ſighting, and fiddled the while; 
And Clorinda ſung, Hey wy down ] 

ood, The Bumpkins are beaten; Put up thy Sword, 
And now let's dance into the Town. L Bob; 


Before we came to it, we heard a ſtrange Shout 

And all that were in it look'd madly ; Ling, 
, For ſome were a Bull-back, ſome dancing a Mor- 
And ſome ſinging, Arthur à Bradley. Cris, 


itte And there we ſaw Thomas our N Clerk, 

ohn And Mary, to whom he was kind: 

ks, For Tom rode before her, and call'd Mary Madam, 
And kiſs'd her full ſweetly behind. 


es, And ſo may your Worſhips. But we went to Din- 
With Thomas, and Mary, and Nan : [ner,. 

4; They all drank a Health to Clorinda, and told her, 
Bold Robin Hood was a fine Mau. | 


obn, When Dinner was ended; Sir Rogey the Parſon 
Of Dubbridge, was ſent for in Haſte: 

and He brought his Maſs-Book, and he bad them take 

em, Hands ; 


And he join'd them in Marriage full faft. 


And then, as bold Robin Hood and his ſweet Bride 
Went Hand in Hand to the green Bow'r ; 


And 'twas a moſt joyful Hour, 


And when Robin came in Sight of the Boy'r ; 
Where are my Yeomen, ſaid he? 
And Little Fobn anſwer'd, Lo yonder they ſtand, 


All under the green Wood Tree. 
b E Then 


The Birds ſung with Pleaſure in merry Sherwood, 


Py 
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Then a Garland they brought her; by two, and 
And plac'd them atthe Bride's 220 : [ by — 

The Muſiek ſtruck up, and we all fell to dance, 
Till the Bride and the Groom were a bed. 


And what they did there, muſt be Counſel to me, 
Becauſe they lay long the next Day; 

And I had haſte home: But I got a good Piece 

Of the Bride-Cake, and ſo came away. 


Now out, alas, I had forgotten to tell ye, 

That marry'd they were with a Ring: 

And ſo will Nan Knight, or be bury'd a Maiden, 
And now let us pray for our King; 


That he may get Children, and they may get 
To govern, and do us ſome good: [ wore, 

And then I'll make Ballads in Robin Hood's Boy';, 
And fing em in merry Sher<ood. 


Open 
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X. Robin Hoad, and Little Jobs 
Being an Account of their firſt Meeting, 
their fierce Encounter, and Conqueſt. 
To which is added, | 


Their Friendly Agreement, And how he 
came to be call'd Little'Fobn. 


* 
, 


To the Tune of Arthur a Bland. 


Our Poets differ very much about the Manner 
in which our Two Heroes fir ft became ac- 


quainted : But if we reflect a little, we Hat 


eaſily ſee, that the Error. is in the former 
Song. For Robin Hodd begs Little John 
for his Page; tho* the Poet has mention d 
no other of his Quali fcations, than that be 
was a fine Lad at Chriſtmas Gambols : 
I bereas it is recorded of this valiant Cap- 
tain, That he never took any Man into his 
Service;” whoſe Courage, Skill and Strength, 
he had not made a Tryal of bimſelf. This 
fn not only by the * 4 | 


— 


{ 


%- 
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Little John, but by that of Arthur a Bland, 
immediately following it; which I ſhall in- 


ſert without any manner. of Introduction. 


I think that there is ſomething very hu. 
morous in the following Song; eſpecially in 
the Ceremony of Re- chriſtening Little John. 
Mor does his meetirg with Arthur a- Bland, 
in the next, and throwing his Staf an ay as 
far as he could fing it, when be beard who 
be was. make a contemptible Figure in Ver ſe. 
But T will not dwell on the Beauties of theſe 
Pallads ; not queſliomng but my Readers will 
eaſily diſcover them. | | 


W Hen Robin Hood was about rwenty Years old, 


With a Hey down, down, and a docun; 


--He happen'd to meet Little John; 
A py brisk Blade, right fit for the Trade, 


or he was a luſly young Man. 


Tho he was call'd Little, his Limbs they were 
| . With a Hey, &c. [ large; 
— And his Stature was Seven Foot high: - 
wy Where-ever he came, they-quak'd at his Name, 
For ſoon he would make them to fly. 


— 
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How they came acquainted, III tel you in brief, 


With a Hey, &c. 


N I you will bur liſten a While; 


For this very Jeſt, amongſt all the reſt. 
I think it may cauſe you to ſmile. "oY 


Bold Robin Hood ſaid/to his jolly Bow-weng," . 
.* With a Hey, &c, | | 
Pray tarry you here in this Grove; 

And fee that you all, obſerve well my Call, 


While thorough the Foreſt I roye. 


We 
# 
\ i 


-- 
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We have had'no Sport for theſe Fourteen long 
With a Hey, &c. 13 
Therefore now abroad will Igo: 
Now ſhould 1 be beat, and cannot retreat, 
My Horn I will preſently blow. 


Then did he ſhake Hands with his merry Men all, 
With a Hey, &c. 
And bid them at preſent good d'w'ye; 
Then as near a Brook, his Journey he took, 
A Stranger he chane'd to eſpy : 


They happen d to meet on a long narrow Bridge, 
With a Hey, &c. 
And neither of them would give way | 
Queth bold Nobin Hood, and ſturdil 
I'll how you right Nottingham — 


With that, from his Quirer an Arrow he drew. 
With a Hey, &c. 
A broad Arrow with a Gooſe-Wing; , 
The Stranger reply'd, I'll liquor thy Hide, 
If thou offer' | to touch the String. 


Quoth bold Nobis Hood, Thou doſt prate like an 


* 


With a Hey, &c. \ [ Als, i | 
oud Heart, 


For were I to bend but my Bow, 
I could ſend a Dart, quite thro' thy 
Before thou.could'fftrikeme one Hlow. - 


Thou talk'{t like a Coward, the Stranger reply d. 
With a Hey, &c. 
Well arm'd with a long Bow you ſtand, _ 
To ſhoot at my Breaſt; while I, I protelt, * 
Have nought but a Staff in my Hand. 
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The Name of a Coward, quoth Nobin, I ſcorn; 
| With a Hey, &c. + * 
Wherefore my long Bow III lay by: 
And now, for thy Sake, a Staff will I take, 
The Truth of thy Manhood to try. 


Then Robin Hood ſtept to a Thicker of Trees, 
With a Hey, &c. 
And choſe him a Staff of Ground Oak; 
Now this being done, away he did run 
To the Stranger, and merrily ſpoke : 


Lo, ſec my Staff, it is luſty and tough; 
With a Hey, &c. 
Now here on the Bridge we will play : 
Whoever falls in, the other ſhall win | 
The Battel; and ſo we'll away. 


Wich all ny whole Heart, the Stranger reply'd, 


With a Hey, &C. 4 
I ſcorn in the leaſt to give out: 
This ſaid, they fell ro't, without more Diſpute, 
And their Staffs they did flouriſh about. 


And firſt Robin he gave the Stranger a Bang, 
With a Hey, — ; * R 
So hard, that it made his Bones ring: | 
The Stranger he faid, This muſt be repaid ; 
III give you as good as you bring. | 


So long as I'm able to handle my Staff. 
With a Hey, &c. Job 
To die in your Debt, Friend, I ſcorn : 
Then to it each goes, and follow'd-their Blows, 
As if they had been Threſhing of Corn. 


The 


T1 
2 


he Stranger gave Robin a — the . 
With a Hey, N. 

Which cauſed thg, Blood to appear: 

hen Robin enrag d more fiercely engag' d, 

And follow'd his Blows more ſevere: 


J 


So thick and ſo faſt did he lay it on himy - +, _ 
W th a Hey, &c, 
With a paſhonate Fury and Ire; 
Ar every Stroke, he made him to ſmake, (2 
As if he had been all on fire. 


O then into Fury the Stranger he grew, _— 
With a Hey Ee. 
And gave him a damnable Look: 
And with it a Blow, that laid him full low, | 
And tumbl'd him into the Brook. | = 


i, prithee, good Fellow, Q where art thou now? 
With a Hey, &c. 
The Stranger, in Laughter, he cry'd : | 
e, [MW Quoth bold Rabin He, good Faith, in the Flood, 
And floating along wal the Tide. | 


[ _ muſt ac nowledge thou art a brave Soul, 4 
Vith a Hey &c. © 

With thee 90 no longer contend ; — 8 N 

For needs muſt I ſay, thou haſt got the Day, r 

Our Battet ſhall be at an End. 55 | 


Then, untathe Bank he did * * wade, J 
With a Hey, &c. - 
And pull'd himſelf. out by a Thorn: 1 
Which done, at the laſt,” he blow 'd a loud Blaſt 15 ; 
Straitway. on bis fine Bugle- Horn. | : | 
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The Eecho of which through the Vallies did fly, 


With a Hey, &c. 
At which his ſtout Bow-menyappear'd, 
All eloathed in Green, moſt gay to be ſeen; 
So up to their Maſter they ſteer'd: 


O what's the Matter, quoth W?/liam Stutely ? 


With a Hey, &c. | 
Good Maſter, you are wet to the Skin. 
No Matter, quoth he; the Lad which you ſee, 
In fighting, hath tumbl'd me in. 


He ſhall not go ſcot-free, the others reply'd ; 
With a Hey, &c. K 
So ſtraight they were ſeizing him there, 
To duck him likewiſe : But Robin Hood cries, 
He 1s a ſtout Fellow ; forbear. 


There's no one ſhall wrong thee, Friend, be not 


With a Hey, &e. Cafraid; 
Theſe Bow- men upon me do wait; | 

There's Threeſcore and nine; if thou wilt be mine, 
Thou ſhalt have my Livery ftrait; © 


And other Aceontrements fit for a Man: 
With a Hey, &c. | | 
Speak up, jolly Blade / never fear. 
I'll teach you alſo, the Uſe of the Bow, 
To ſhoot at the fat Fallow-Deer. 


O here izmy Hand, t r reply d, 
With a Hey, &c. 
I'll ſerve you with whole Heart | 
My Name 1 ittle, a Man of good Mettle ; 


* * * 
1 His 
2 . 0 
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His Namehall bealter'd, quoth Mu ew, oF 
With a Hey, &c. . 
And wilt k is Godfather be; rel 287 5 
Prepare then a Feaſt, and none of the leaſt; | 


For we will be merry, quoth he. woos. 


They aeg fete d in a Brace of far Does, 
th a Hey, &c. 
With humming ſtrong Liquor likewiſs: 12 * 4 
They lov'd what was good, ſo in the green a 
This pretty ſweet Babe they baptire. 


He was, I muſt tell you, but Seven Foot hig, TT 
With a Hey, &e. N 
And may be an Ell in the Waſte: | 
A pretty ſweet Lad: Much Feaſting they had; 4 
Bold Robin the Chriſt' ning grac d, ; 4 


With all his Bow-men, which ſtood in a RNiog⸗ 
With a Hey, &c. 7 
And were of the Nottigham Bede | 
Brave Stusely comes then, with Seven Veoreny - 
And did in this Manner proceed: 


This Infant was called Fob» Little, goth hes io, 
With a Hey, &e. 
Which Name ſhall be changed anon: 
The Words we'll tranſpoſe ; ſo where-ever he eres, 
His Name ſhall be call'd' Little Fobn-' 


They all with a Shout made the Elements ring, 
With a Hey, &c. 
So ſoon as the Office was o re, | 
To Feaſting they went, with true — 
And tippl'd ſtrong 3 gillore. 


E 5 7 Then 
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Then Robin he took the pretty nee Babe, | 
With a Hey, &. 
And cloath'd him frem Top to the Toe | 
In Garments of Green, moſt gay to be ſeen, 1 


FT 


And gave him & curious leng Bow. 


Thou Malt be an Archer as well as the beſt, 
With a Hey, &c. 
And range in the green Wood with us; 
Where we'll not want Gold nor Silver, behold, 
While Hiſhops have ought in their Purſe... _, 


We lire here like Squires, or Lords of Renown, 
 Witha Hey, &c. 
Without e're a Foot of Free Land“ 
W. on good Cheer, with Wine, Ale and 
ev ry Thing at our Command. L Beer, 


Then, Mukek and Dancing did finidh the Den 
With a Hey, &c. 


At length, hen the Sun waxed low, 
Then all the whole Train, the Grove did refrain, 
And unto their Caves they did go. 


And. ſo eyer after, as long as he-liv'd, - 
With a Hey down, down, and a down ; 
Altho' he was proper and tall, 
139 Yet nevertheleſs, the Truth to expreſs, 
iy! Still Little Fehn they did him * 


XI. Robin 
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XI. Robin Hood and the 1 5 


o R. | 
tor Hood met. - with bis Ma 


D, * PT! 2 n 


To the —.— Robin Hood, and tbe Sanger. 
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er, 159 Nottinghani there lives'a by Tluner, * 
With a Hey down, down, and a down ;* 
His Name is Arthur a Bland ; 
There is never à Squire, in 1 e, 
Dare bid bold Arthur to ſtand : ; ; 
n x 
; With a long Pike-Staf "upon. his Shoulder, 
| With a Hey, &c. 
So well he can clear his way, 
By two and by three, he makes them toflee,, © © 
For he hath no Liſt to ſtay. | 


And as he went out ina Sonic ang | 
With a Hey, &c. 
Into the Foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
To view the red Deer, which run here W 
There met he bold Robin. Hoad. 


As ſoon as bold Robin did ltr by, . a 9-2 
With a Hey, Se. 
He thought ſome Sport he would * 
Therefore out of hand, he bid him to ſtand; 


And thus unto him be ſpake : 
Why. 


1 840 


Why, what art thou, thou * Fellow? ? 
With a Hey, &. 
That range ſo boldly here 
In ſooth; to B brief, thou look'ſt like a Thief, 
That com@'to ſteal our King's Deer. 


For I am a Keeper in this Foreſt, 
With a Hey, &c. |; 
The King Þ puts me in Truſt, 
To look to his Deer, that range here and there 
Therefore ſtop thee I muſt. 


If thou beeſt a Keeper in this Foreſt, 
With a Hey, &c. 
And haſt ſucha great Command; 
vet you muſt have more Partakers in Store, 5 
Before you make me to ſtand. 


No, Thaveno-more Partakers in Store, 
With a Hey, &c, 
Dr any that I do need: 
Bur I have a Staff of another Oak-Graft, 
I know it will do the Deed. 


For th 1 Sword and thy Bow T are not a Straw, 
th a Hey, &c. | | | 
Nor all thy / Arrows to boot: 
If thou get'ft a Knock upon * n Scop, 
Thou can'ſt as well ſh-t as ſhoot. 


e clean! 2,88 * Fellow, ſaid jolly Robin, 


With a 
And give 53 Ferms unto me; 
Elſe Il thee correct for thy Negleb, | 
And make thee m6re 2 


þ „* 
# | 
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— gap with a wanion, nan Blend; 
With a Hey, &c, 
Art thow fuch a-goodly Man s. e 
care not a Fig for thy looking fo big 
Mend you your ſelf where you can | 


Then Rabin Hood unbuckled his Belt, 8 
With a => &c. 8 | 
And laid down his 0 j 
He took up his Staff of — — 
That was both ſtiff and ſtrong. 1 


yield to thy Weapon, ſaid jolly Robin, 
With a Hey, &c. 
Since thou wilt not yield to mine; 


For I have a Staff of another Oak · Graſt t,. 


Not half a Foot longer than thine. 


But let me meaſure, ſaid jolly Ridin, 
With a Hey, &c. 


* 


hefore we begin the Fray; 


For Iwill not have mine to be longer than thine, 
For that will be counted foul Play, 


| paſs not ſor Length; an, reply lags 
With a Hey, &c. 
My Staff is of Oak ſu fiee; * 
Eight Foot and a half; it will knock dow 2 Cu, 
And I hope it will knock down the. 


Then Robin he could no longer forbear, bel 
With a Hey, &c. 
But gave him a very good Knock; 


vickly and ſoon the Blood it run down, 192A 


fore it was Ten o Clock; 3 U 


- 


od 
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Then Artbur ſoon recover'd himſelf, . 4" 
With a Hey, &c. 
And gave him a Knock on the Crown, 
That from every Side of Robin Hood's Head: 
The Blood it run trickling down. 


Then Robin Hood raged like a wild Boar;. 
With a Hey, &c. 
As ſoon as he ſaw his own Blood: 
Then Bland was in hafte, he laid on 0 faſt, 
As if he had been eleaving of Wood. 


And about, and about, and about they went, 
With a Hey, &c. | 
Like T wo wild Boars in a Chace; 
Striving to aim each other to maim, + 
Leg, Arm, or any other Place. 


And Knock for Knock they luſtily dealt, 
With a Hey, &c. 
Which held for Two Hours, or more ;. 
That all the Wood rang, at every Bang, 
They ply'd their Work ſo: ſore. 


Hold thy Hand, hold thy. Hand, i Robin Haod, 
With a Hey, &c. | 
And let our Quarrel fall 
For here we may thraſh, our Bones all to maſh, 
And get no Coin at all. 4 


And in the Foreſt of merry ere 
With a Hey, &c. 
Hereafter thou ſhalt be free: 
God ha' Merey for nougbt, my Freedom I bought, 
I may thank my Staff, and not thee. 


od 


ſh, 


ght, 
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With a Hey, — 
Good Fellow, I prithee, me Gow? „i 
And alſo me tell, in hat Place _ zun 
For both of theſe fain would I 1 


Tam a Tanner, bold Arthur reply d, 
With a Hey, &c. | 
In Nottingham long have I wrought ; : " 
And if thou came there, I do vo and Fear, 
Ill tan thy Hide for nougt. 


Cod ha'.Merey, good Fellow, ſaid jolly Robin, 
With a Hey, &c. 
Since thou art fo kind and free, 
And if thou wilt tan my Hide for nopght,. | 
I'll do as much for thee. | 


But if thou'lt forſake thy Tanner's de. 50 


\ With a Hey, &c. C 
Ard live in the green Wood with me; 
My Name is Robin Hood , F ſwear by the Wood, 
[ will give thee both Gold and Fee. 


If thou be Rabin Hood, ane ee 
With a Hey, &c. i = 
As I think well thou art; 
Then here's my Hand, my Name's rites Blas 


We Two will never * bet [ob 
Dut tell me, O tell me, where is Little Fobu2 
With a Hey, &c. 
of him fain would 1 hear; 7702 +44 


For we are ally'd, by the Mother's Side, 
And he is wy Kinſman near. 


Vhat Tradeſman art thou, fait jolly R: 


* 


['88 ] 


Then- Robin Hood blew on the Bugle vey = £ 
x With a Hey, &c. | 
'He'blew both loud and fhrill ; 
And quickly anon, he ſaw: Lierle Fobn 7 
Come tripping down a green Hill, 


O what is the Matter, then ſaid Little Fohn ? 
With a Hey, &c. | 
* Maſter, I pray you, rell: 
Why do you ſtand, with your Staff in your Hand! 
I fear all is not well. 


O Man, I do ſtand, and he makes me to ſtand : 
With a Hey, &c. 
The Tanner, that ſtands me beſide, 
He is a bonny Blade, and Mafter of his Trade, 
For he ſoundly 1 tann'd my Hide. 


He is to be aammended,; then ſaid Little Fob», 
With a Hey, &c. 
If he ſuch a Feat can do: 
If he be fo tout, we will have a Bout: 
And he ſhall tan my Hide too. 


Hold thy Hand, hold thy Hand, faid Robin Hood; 
With a Hey, &c. 
For as I do underſtand. 
He's a Yeonian good, and of thy own Blood, 
And his Name is Arthur a Bland. 


Then Little Fobzithrew his 8 
With a Hey, &c. 
As far as he could fling ; 
And run outiof: hand, to Artbur 4 Blank, 
And about his Necie did eling. 


Ny 
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With 1— ReſpeR, there was no  Neglett; : 


With a Hey, &c. 
They were neither nice nor coy: 


Each other did face, with a lovely Grace, 


And both did weep for Joy. 


Then Robin Hood took them by the Hands, 


With a Hey, &c. 
And danc about the Oak- tree; 


For Three merry Men, and Three merry Men, 


And Three merry Men we be, 


And ever hereafter, as long as we live, 
With a Hey dazun, dawn, aud a down ; 


We Three will be all as one: 


The Wood it ſhall ring, and the old Wife fir ing, 


Of Robin Hood, Arthur, and 7 ohn. 
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XII. Robin Hood Reſcuing Will. Stutley, 

from the Sheriff and his Men, who 
had taken him Priſoner , and were 
going to hang him, GGG. 

. | OO 

To the Tune of, Robin Hood and Queen Catherine. | 


— 
. 


Pen 1 ff began to compile this Volume, I 
kl ſelected (out of abont Twenty four Songs 
= of Robin Hood, which are tall extant ) 
Tj Eight or Nine of thoſe I thought the beſt 
0 and oldeſt, intending to give em a Place in 
tis ColleFion ; they being all '( the Ballads 

| ih ef Little John and Arthur a Bland ex- 
5 cepted) written ou-Subjets which very much 
wary from one another: But I find that I 

_ ſhould ſwell my Book tod much with one Sto- 
WW 7y and therefore I ſhall onclude this Sub- 


} jeck with the Reſcue of Will. Stutly, aud 
"a8 reſerve the reſt for another Opportunity. But 
20 myReaders may not under /tand what is meant 
1s one of the foregoing Songs, by their never 
of. wanting Money, whilſt Biſhops have ought 
iin their Purſe ; I muſt acquaint them, a 


A 
a» 


4 8 
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Half of theſe Ballads have a Stroke. at the 
Biſhop , and ſome are wholly taken up with 
tle Adventures of a Prelate and Robm 
Hood. Ore tells you, what Stratagems this 
Outlaw uſed, to rob the Biſhop of Here- 
ford: Another, Ttat this Prelate, enraged 
at what was done , contriv'd to take Robin 
Hood : but failing in bis Attempt , was 
himſelf taken, and bound to a Tree ; where 
they made him {ing Maſs. A Third, That 
Robin Hood, invited by the Queen, came 
to Court'; where a Match of Vbootiry was 


propos'd between him and; the King's Ar- .P 
chers; and the Biſbop laying a ve 1 | 


rable Wager on the Side of the latter, Ic 
lis Money. From theſe fone Old 

we may conclude, that they had ſome, 
Story in thoſe Times, of Robin od an 
a Biſhop ; but what it va, tis 1mpoſuble to 
ſay. I know no Story of him more hun, 
than what is related in the following Bat 

of bis Reſcning one of bis Men; for. he e- 
tainly loud and encourag d em all; big, 
on the other hand, they were faithful to thus 
Maſter, and to each other, to the laſf. A 
a Man of ſuch a bold and enterprizing Spt- 
rit, (as be is reported to be) wonld have en- 
counted an Army, to ſave one of bis Fol 


lowers from an ignominious Death. 


. 
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WIen Robin Hood in the green Wood ſtood, d 

Derry, derry, down : - 

Under the green Wood Tree ; 
Tidings there came to him with Speed, 


# 


" Tidings for Certainty ; Ani 
Hey down, derry, derry down : . , A 
That Will. Stutly ſurprized was, | g 
And eke in Priſon lay; Ke | 
*Three Varlets, that the King had hir'd, 5" 
Did likely him betray : 1 1h 
Ay, and To-morrow hang'd muſt be, 8 
To- morrow, as ſoon as Day : 5 
Before they could the Victory get, W. 
Two of em did Stwtly ſlay. B 
When Robin Hood did hear this News, ] 
Lord, it did grieve him ſore ; 
And to his merry Men he ſaid, . 2 Te 
Who all together ſwore, dann hs 
1 Mun ui de 33 TR: E | 
That il. Stutiy ſhould reſcu'd be, 
And: be brought back again at 
Or elſe ſhould many a gal ant Wight, . 
For his Sake, there be flain. * 1 
Ne cloath'd himſelf in Scarlet then, 6 
His Men 1 8 all in Green; 01 
EN A finer Show throughout the World 54208 X 
In no Place could be cen. 
Good Lord, it was à gallant Sight, | 


To ſee them all a- row A 
With ev'ry Man a good broad Sword, ) 
And eke a good Yew-Bow., | 


x wy "Forth MW + 
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19 
forth of the green Wood are they Sone. 
Yea, all couragloully ; : 

efolving to bring Stutiy home, 

Or every Man to dye. 


tOod, 


And when-the bay: came to the Caſtle near, 
Wherein Wil, Stutly lay ; - 

I hold it good, ſaid Robin Hood, 
We here in Ambuſh ſtay ; 


And ſend, one forth ſome News to hear, 


To vonder Palmer fair, 
That ſtands under the Caſtle- Wall; 
Some News he may declare. 


With that ſteps forth a brave Tn 1 


Which was of Courage bol 


Thus he did ſay to the Old Man, XI os 
I pray thee, Palmer old, 2068 26h7 2 24 
AC » 


Tell me, if that thou rightly ken, 
When muſt Will. Stu:ly dye? 

Who is one of bold Robin's Men, 
And here doth Priſoner lye. 


Alas, alas, the Palmer ſaid, = ' 
And for ever Woe is me! 
Mill. Stutiy hang'd will be this Day, 
On * Gallews Tree: 


O had his noble Maſter known, 
He would ſome Succour fend; 
A few of his bold Yeomanry 
Full ſoon would ferch ham hence, 


Ay, that is true 22 ng Man ſaid; 
Ay, that is true, ſaid he: | 
Or if they were near to this Place, 
| They ſoon would ſet him free. 
dl BEE? 
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But, fare thou well, thou good old Man; 
Fayewel, and Thanks to thee: 

If Stutly hanged be this Day, — 
Reveng'd his Death will be. 


No ſooner he was from the Palmer gone, 
But the Gates were open d wide; 

And out of the Caſtle Will. Stutly came, 
Guarded on every Side. 


When he was forth from the Caſtle come, 
And ſaw no Help was nigh ; 

Thus he did ſay unto the Sheriff, 
Thus he ſaid gallantly : 


Now ſeeing that I needs muſt dye, 
Grant me one Boon, ſaid he; 
For my Noble Maſter ne're had Man, 
That yet was hang'd on Tree: 


Give me a Sword all in my Hand, 
And let me be unbound; | | 
And with thee and thy Men T'll fight, 
Till I lye dead on the Ground. 


But this Deſire he would not grant, 
His Wiſhes were in vainz » '/- 


For the Sheriff yore, he hang'd ſhould be, | 


And not by the Sword be ſlain, 


Do but unbind my Hands, he ſays, 
I will no Weapons crave; | 

And if I hanged be this Day, 
Damnation let me have. 


* 


O no, no, no, the Sheriff ſaid j 
Thou ſhalt on Gallows dye: ee 
Ay, and ſo ſhall thy Maſter doo, | 4 
I ever in me it han ler ghd! 
124 þ O das 
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11 
O daſtard Coward, Stutly erie , 
Faint-hearted, Peaſant Slave! 
If ever my Maſter do thee meet, 12 
Thou ſhalt thy Payment have. 


My Noble Maſter thee doth ſcorn, N 

And all thy cowardly Crew; 

Such ſilly Imps unable are A 1 
Bold Robin to ſubdu. 


But when he was to the Gallows gone, 
And ready to bid adieu; | t 

Out of a Buſh ſteps Little John, 1 
And goes Will. Stutly to- | | Y 


I pray thee, Mil, before thou dye 
Of thy dear Friends take Leave : 
I needs muſt, borrow him a While; 
How ſay you, Maſter: Sheritt 2. 


Now, as I live, the Sheriff ſaid, - +» | 3 
That Varlet will I know: 1 2 7 
Some ſturdy Rebel is that ſame, 740 1 
Therefore let him not go. 54800 8 


hen Little Jahn, moſt haſtily, y: 

Away cut Stwtly's Bands, u Ba 

And from — Sheriffs Men 
A Sword twitch'd from his Hands 


Here Mil. Stutiy, take thou this ſame: 
Thou can'ſt it better ſway: | * ' 8 

And here defend thy ſelf a While "I 
For Aid will come ſtraight way.. | 


And there they turn'd them Back to Back, 5 
In the Midſt of them that Day, | 
Till Robin Hood approached near, 
With many an Archer gay. 3% 
\ Jas With 
* | 
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With that, an Arrow from them flew ; 
I wiſt, from Robin Hood: 


Make haſte, make haſte, the Sheriff he ſaid ; - 


Make haſte, for it is not good. 


The Sheriff is gone; his doughty Men 
Thought it no Boot to ſtay ; 
But, as their Maſter had them taught, 
They run full faſt away. 


O ſtay, O ſtay, Mil. Stutly Taid ; 
Take leave, e're you depart ; 

You ne're will catch bold Nabe Hood, 
Unleſs you dare him meet. 


O ill betide you, ſaid Robin Hood, 
That you ſo: ſoon are gone; 

My Sword may in the Scabbard reſt, 
For here our Work is done. 


T little thought, W711. Stutiy Taid, 
When I came to this Place, 

For to have met with Little Jahn, 
Or have ſeen my Maſter's Face. 


Thus Stutly he was at Liberty ſet, 
And ſafe brought from his Foe: 
O Thanks, O Thanks to my Maſter, 
Since here it was not ſo. 


And once again, my Fellows dear, 
J. ' derry, down ; $44 
We ſhall in the green Woods meet; 


Where we will make our Bow-ftrings twang, I - 


Muſick for us moſt ſweet ; 
Hey down, derry, derry down, 
| "A 79 
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XIII. A Warning Piece to England , 
againſt Pride and Wickedneſs 


Being the Fall of Queen Eleanor, Wife to 
Edward the Firſt, King of England ; who, 
for her Pride, by God's Judgments, ſunk 
into the Ground at Charing-Croſs,. and roſe 
af Queen-Hithe, bins; 


N% 
To the Tune of, Gentle and Courteous. 


* 


I never was more ſurprized, than at the Sigbt 


- * 
* en 


of the following Ballad ; little expecting o 


ee Pride and Wickedneſs laid to the Charge 


of the moſt Aﬀable "and moſt Virtnons of 44 
Women : Who 1 ions Aﬀions are not re= 


corded by our Hiſtorians only ; for 10 2755 
upon thoſe 
fs 


d over” 


reign Writers, who have touch” 
Early Times, bave in Silence p 
this Illuſtrious Princeſs ; and every Nation 
rings with the Praiſe of Eleonora Iſabella, 
of Caſtile, King Edward's A F. 
ther Le Moine, who (in bis Gallerie des 
Femmes Fortes) bas þ 


earch'd all Chiiſten- . 
a dom 


o 
- 
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dom round, (from its very Infancy, to the 
daſt Age) for Five Heroines, very partaally 
Be ſtoms the firſt Place upon one of his own 
 TCountry-Women ; but gives the Second, with 
' far ſuperior Character, to this Queen. 
That my Readers may haue ſomie Idea of 
her, I ſhall take notice of «ne Action, in 
which her Virtue, her Conugal Fidelity, and 
her Heroick Bravery, will at once appear. 
Ibis Lady, who was Siſter to the King of 
- Caſtile, was married to Prince Edward, 


Son to King Henry the Third, The 54 5 
ar 


ſome Time after, undertaking the Holy 
Prince Edward went thither in Perſon, ac- 

companied by his Princeſs, (who never for- 
 fook _ his Brother Edmund, and ſe. 
veral of t 


e Chief Nobility. There he wa 
toounded with a poiſon'd Arrow, as ſome rt 
late; or, as our own Hiſtorians tell it, be 


vat flabb'd in ſeveral Places with a poi. 
fon Knife, by a treacherous Saracen. Ups 


on examming his Wounds, his Phyſicians 


gudg'd em mortal, unleſs ſomebody would 
*- reſolve to die, to ſave his Life; which mig|t 


be effected, by their ſucking the Poiſon out 
of the Wounds. At the hearing of this, 
Eleonora flew towards her Huſband, witl 


all the eager Hajte of an impatient Lover; 


and unbinding his Wounds, ſhe began to ſuck 
em ber ſelf ; unwilling, when her Huſband" 
Safety might be wrought, to truſt the in. 

| Portan 
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tant Taſe to any one elſe, left they ſhould do 
their Work b Sri Hee? — 
pleas d with this pious Ad, took the Prin- 
ceſs under its immediate Protection; nor had 
the Poiſon, which ſhe ſuck'd, the leaſt 2 
pon her; but ſhe return d with ber Huſ- 
band, and reign'd in England ſeveral Tears, 
There are many Things beſides in this Bal- 
lad, which, if we believe em ſaid of Queen 
Eleanor, muſt appear ridiculous As, her 
Hroenting of Coaches; which were not known 
in England, till about Two Hundred and 
Fifty Tears 2 ber Death : Her being jea- 
lous of the Lord- Mayor's Wife, becauſe ſhe 
had a Child; which Eleanor could no ways 
be ſuppos'd to be, having Thirteen by King 
Edward: And the Maurer and Place of 
ber Dying; which, in Fact, was at Herde- 
ley in Lincolnſhire, as ſhe was accompany- 
ing the King her Huſband towards Scot- 
land; for ſhe always was the Kind Com- 


panion of his Travels. Her Behaviour at 


her Death, is recommended as aw Example 
to 1 : And this ſeems confirm'd by 
ber Epitaph; which, I believe, may be no 
diſagreeable Entertainment to my Learyed 
Readers, 


ad . 
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Nobilis Hiſpani jacet 
Hic Soror inclyta Regis, 

Eximij Conſors 
EL EON ORA Thori, 
EDpw a RD1 Prim Vallorum 
Principis Uxor, 
Cui Pater HEN RNIcus Tertius 
4 Anglus erat. h 
Hanc 1lle Uxorem gnato petit: 
Omine Princeps 
Legati Munus 
Suſcepit ipſe bono. 
AL roNso Fratri placuit 
Felix Hymenzus, 
Germanam EDw ARDO 
Nec ſine Dote dedit, 
Dos præclara fuit 
Nec tali indigna Marito, 
Pontino Princeps 
Munere dives erat : 
Fœmina Conſilio prudens, 
Pia, Prole beata, 
Auxit Amicitiis, 
Auxit Honore V irum. 
DISCE MORT. 


That 


1 Tor ] 


That my Female Readers may not be wholly de- 
privd of the Benefit of this Epitaph, T 
ſhall give them the Meaning of the Five 


laſt Lines, 
She 2 a Woman prudent, wiſe in Coun- 
Cl , 


Pious, bleſs'd in a numerous Offspring: 
She increas'd the Friends, Alliance, i 

And Honours of her Husband. 9 
From her Example, LEARN TO DIE. 


It may lere, probably, be aſt d, Why I did not ' 
omit a Ballad, which (in every Circum-, 
fance) differs ſo very widely from Hiſtory © - 
But I thought I could not in Juſties do it : 
For there are Numbers of People, who know © iſ 
nothing more of the Tranſations of former 
Times, than what they meet with in tleſe 
Old Songs: And when I ſaw ſo fair a Re- "ll 
putation ſo foully blaſted , and had ſuch an. WM 


Opportunity, I thong ht it my Duty to vindi- 
cate it. Nor do I think, that our Poet hal! 
a Deſign only to preach, or to blacken H 
raters : I look npon this Song as a ſevere - i 
Satyr, written in the Days of Queen Mary 
the Firſt. Nor is this barely a Conjecture ; 
for every Circumſtance which I have ad- 
vanc'd, to prove y_ it could not be meant 

F 3 
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of © meen Eleanor, ſeems to confirm its Re. 


lation to Queen Mary. As, The Inventicn 
, Coaches, which is recorded to have been 


in ber Time ; Her Fealouſy of a Woman 
who was bro't to Bed; for Queen Mary ne- 
ver had a Child, notwith flandirg that it had 
been given out in all Churches that ſhe was 
big, and publick Prayers made for ber ſafe 
Delivery. Nor can it be thought abſurd, 
thats ſhe ſhould be call'd a Spaniard ;- for 


ſhe was Daughter to Katharine, an Infanta 


of Spam, and (after her Coronation ) mar- 


2) d to Philip, Prince of Spain; I do wt 


know what particular Fact is meant, by her 
Uſage of the Mayor of London's Wife ; but 
J am apt to think it ſpoken of her Cruelttes 
in gereral; And ber beirg ſwallow'd if, 
ſeems to be a Threat of the Peet 's, That un- 
leſs he amended, Ver geance wonld overtake 
ber, A Flan for this Satyr being thus ym 
ck fo 


I am apt to think, our Poet look'd ba 


a Spaniſh © ueen, that bs might the better 
diſguiſe his Satyr, and not lay bimelf /o 


- © open to Cenſure, as he would otherwiſe have 
deen: And, probably, Eleanor was the fir 
Spaniſn Princeſs whoſe Name be met with, 

* Probably, be choſe out this pious Queen, 


that People might eaſily Jee, tho” it was ſaid, 


it could not be meant of pennt and, perbaps, 


be was glad tu mention one [o'good and vir- 


15 uon, that People might look back: upon: ber 


Hiſjto- 


* 
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Hiſtory, and ſee the Difference between her 
and the bigotted Queen, who then ſway d tha 
Engliſh Sceptre, 


Hen Edward was in England King, 
W The Firſt of all that Name, 
Proud Ellinor he made his Queen, 

A ſtately Spaniſh Dame: 
Whoſe wicked Life, and finful Pride, 

Thro' Eneland did excel; 
To dainty Dames, and gallant Maids, 
This Queen was known full well. 


She was the firſt that did invent 2 
In Coaches brave to ride; _—” 

She was the firſt that brought this Land! . = 
To deadly Sin of Pride. 

No Engliſh Taylor here could ſerve 
To make her Rich Attire ; 

But ſent for Taylors into Spain, 
To feed her vain Deſire. 


They brought in Faſhions ſtrange and new. 
With Golden Garments bright; | 

The Farthingale; and mighty Ruff, 932 
With Gowns of rich Delight: Fe 

The London Dames, in Spaniſh Pride, =. 
Did flouriſh every. where; 

Our Engliſh Men, like Women then, = 
Did wear long Locks of Hair. | £ 


Both Man and Child, both Maid and Wifezs © © 4 
Were drown d in Pride of San; _. 
And thought the Spent Taylors then- _. 
Qur Engliſh Men did ſtain: „ 


1 


4 
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Whereat the Queen did much defpite, 
To ſee our Engliſh Men 
In Veſtures clad, as brave to ſee, 
As any Spaniard then, 


She crav'd the King, That ev'ry Man 
A . 


That wore long Locks of Hair, 
Might then be cut and polled all, 
Or ſhaved very near, 
Whereat the King did ſeem content, 
And ſoon thereto agreed; 
And firſt commanded, That his own 
Should then be cut with Speed.. 


And after that, to pleaſe his Queen, 
Proclaimed thro' the Land, 


That ev'ry Man that wore long Hair, 


Should poll him out of hand. 
But yet this Spaniard, not content, 
To Women bore a Spite, 
And then requeſted of the King, 
Againſt all Law and Right, 


That.ev'ry Womankind ſhould have 
Their Right Breaſt cut away ; 


And then with burning Irons ſear'd, 


The Blood to ftanch and ſtay ! 
King Eduard then perceiving well 

Her Spite to Womankind, 
Deviſed ſoon by Policy, 

To turn her bloody Mind : 


: 
He ſent for burning Irons ſtraight, 
All fparkling hot to ſee; | 


And faid, O Queen, Come on thy way; 


© TI will begin with thee. 


Which Words did much diſpleaſe the Queen, 


That Penance to begin ; 
But ask d bim Pardon on her Knees ; 
Who gave her Grace therein. 


7% 
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But afterwards ſne chance d to paſs 
Along brave London Streets, 

Whereas the Mayor of London's Wife 
In ſtately Sort ſhe meets; 

With Muſick, Mirth and Melody, 
Unto the: Church they went, We 

To give God Thanks, that to th' Lord Mayor 
A Noble Son had ſent. ol 


It grieved much this ſpiteful Queen, 
To ſee that any one 

Should ſo exceed in Mirth and Joy, 
Except her ſelf alone: 

For which, ſhe after did deviſe 
Within her bloody Mind, 

And practis d ſtill moſt ſeeretly, 
To kill this Lady kind. 


Unto the Mayor of London then” 
She ſent her Letters ſtraight, 

To ſend his Lady. to the Court, 
Upon her Grace to wait. 

But when the London Lady came 
Before proud E/*por's Face; 

She ſtrĩpt her from her rich Array, 
And kept her vile and baſe.. 


She ſent her, into Wales with Speed 
And kept her ſecret there ; 

And us'd her till more cruelly 
Than ever Man did hear. 

She made her waſh, ſhe made her ftarch,, 
She made her drudge- alway ; | 

She made her nurſe up Children ſmall, 
And labour Night and Day 


But this contented not the Queen,; 
But ſhew'd her moſt Deſpite; 
She bound this Lady to a Poſt, 
At Twelve r : 
F 5. 
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And as, poor Lady, 1 ſhe ſtood bound, 
The Queen (in angry Mood) 

Did ſet Two Snakes unto her Breaſt, 
That ſuck'd away her Blood, 


Thus dy'd the Mayor of London's Wife, 
Moſt grievous for to hear : 


= Which made the Spaniard grow more proud,. 


As after ſhall appear. 

The Wheat that daily made ber Bread, 
Was bolted Twenty times; 

The Food that fed this ſtately Dame, 
Was boil'd in coſtly Wines. 


The Water that did fpring from 3 
She would not touch at all; 

But waſh'd her Hands with Dew of Heav' n, 
That on ſweet Roſes fall. 

She bath d her Body many a time 
In Fountains fill'd wich Milk ; 

And ev'ry Day did change Attire, 
In coſtly Median Silk. 


But coming then to London dnn 
Within her Coach of Gold, 


a A Tempeſt ſtrange within the Skies 


This Queen did there behold : 

Out of which Storm ſhe could not go, 
But there remain'd a Space ; 

Four Horſes could not ftir the Coach 
A Foot out of the Place. 


A Judgment lately ſent from Heav'n, 


or ſhedding guiltleſs Blood, 
Upon this ſinfut Queen, that flew 
The London Lady good ! 


King Edward then, as Wiſdom will 'd, 


Accus'd her of that Deed: 
But ſhe deny'd; and wiſh'd, that God 


Ne ſend his * with * 


/ or! 
If that upon ſo vile a Thin 
Her Heart did ever think, 


She wiſh'd the Ground might open wide, 


And the therein might ſink 

With that, at Charing-Croſs ſhe ſunk . 
Into the Ground alive ; 

And after roſe with Life again, 
In London, at Queen-Hithe. 


When, after that, ſhe languiſh'd ſore- 
Full Twenty Days in Pain, 

At laſt confeſs'd the Lady's Blood 
Her guilty Hand had ſlain: 

And likewiſe, how that by a Fryar 
She had a baſe-born Child; 

Whoſe ſinful Lufts, and Wickedneſs, 
Her Marriage- Bed defil'd. | 


Thus have you heard the Fall of Pride ; 
A juſt Reward of Sin: 

For, thoſe that wall — themſelves, 
God's Vengeance daily win. 

Beware of Pride, ye Courtly Dames, 
Both Wives and Maidens all; 

Bear this imprinted on your Mind, 
That Pride muſt have @ Fall. 


n 
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XXIV. An Unhappy Memorable Song 
* of the Hunting in Chevy-Chace, be- 
tween Earl Piercy of England, and 
Earl Douglas of Scotland. 


— 


a 


To the Tune of Flying Fame. 


2» 


4 E would be à very diſtoult Water to ſay, Whe- 
| ther the Partiality of our Poat towards the 


| Engliſh, or that of Buchanan; in the A+ 
* cannt be gives us 0 art of Hiſtory to- 


* rad the Scots he greater. The former 
( brirgs but Fifteen Hundred Engliſhmen in- 

| to the Field, againſ} Two Thouſand Scots; 
yet makes bis Gountrymen ſtand their Ground 

with Fifty three, whilft their Enemies fly. 
= with Fifty fue. The other aſſerts, That in 
the Action which gave Birth to this Song, 


the Engliſh Army was far ſuperior in Num- 


ber ; yet were there ſlain of them, in that 
Battel, Eighteen. Hundied and forty, about 
& Thouſand wounded, and a Thouſand and 


the ſame Hiſtorian ſays, There were a 1 
| . re 


forty taken Priſoners. On the other band, 
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i. 
d red Scots ſlain, and Two Hundred taken 


Priſoners ; occaſion d by a few, in Purſuit, * 


following a greater Number of their Ene- 
mies. Our Poet thought it would he an 
Afﬀront to his Countrymen, to ſuppoſe that 


the Scots would ſo much as think of coming 


to attack the Engliſh in their own King- 
dom, as in Effet they did; and therefore he 
makes Earl Piercy enter Scotland, and hunt 
in the Liberties of Earl Douglas. The Fact 
of it is this : When King Robert the Ses 
cond reign'd in Scotland, and K. Richard 
the Second in England, the Scots taking: 
Advantage of our intefliine Troubles , re- 


ſolved to make an Incurfion into the Nor 


thern Borders of this Kingdom, to car 

4 what Booty they could, To this es 
they raiſed an Army, divided it into diffe- 
rent Bodies, and gave the Command 
very conſiderable one to James Earl 


glas; who immediately enter d Northum- 


berland, amd directlj made up towards New- 


caſtle, Henry Piercy, Earl of Northum-- 8 


berland, a popular, rich, and powerful Man, 
not only in that, but in the Neighbourang 
Counties, raiſed as many as the little 
Time he had would permit, and march d 
againſt Douglas. Several Skirmiſhes mere 


fought near Newcaſtle , whigh at-length_ 


ended in a Duel between the Two Generals; 


and in which, Buchanan tells us, Piercy 
Pas 
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' was bord, and had his _ taken from 


him. Be that as it may; Douglas did not 
long enjoy bis Victory: For retiring the 


next Morning, Piercy purſued, and over. 


took him; and the Battel was fought which 
gave Riſe to this Song, and in which Far! 


Douglas was ſlain, and Earl Piercy talen 


Priſoner. The . Battel of Homeldon, oy, 
as our Poet calls it, of Humbledown, wa; 
not fought till under the next Reign, when 
K. Henry the Fourth and K. Robert the 
Third ſway'd the Sceptres of the Two King- 
doms. The Ballad it ſelf was written when 
the Diſſentions of the Barons (who behaved 
like ſo many abſolute Princes) made our Na- 
tion the perpetual Seat of Civil War : And 


gebe Deſign of the Poet was, to ſhew the Mi. 
+ ſeries which attend fuch unbappy Diviſions : 


: 


[ 


And this may very well excuſe him for de- 
parting, as much as he has done, from Hi- 
ftory ; and making that which was a Na- 
tional Difference, a private Quarrel. I 


all not here point out the particular Beau- 


ties of this Song, with which even My. Ad- 


difon was ſo charm'd, that in a very accu- 


rate Criticiſm- upon it, (in ſeveral of his 


Spectators ) be proves, "That every Line is 
written with a true Spirit of Poetry. Nor 
is it eſteem d barely becauſe this Great Man 


bas recommended it; for, in all Ages, it 


bas juſtly been admir d: And in Sir my 
1 ” 


| 


[117], | 
Sidney's Diſcourſe of Poetry, we- fd the 


"OM 4 | 

ollowin reſkom. ©* I never beard the 
my f Old Piercy and Douglas, that 
on I found not my Heart more moved than 
ich « with a Trumpet j and yet it is ſung by 
rt « ſcme blind Crowder, with no rougher Voice 
* « than rude Stile: Which being ſo evil appa- 
5 « zelPd in the Duſt and Cobweb of that un 
Ws « civil Age; what would it work, trimm d 
Tos « 71 the gorgeous Eloquence of Pindar? 
the : 
: D proſper long our Noble King, 
ge * 99 * — — all; 


hen A woful Hunting once there did 
wed In Chevy-Chace befall : 


11d To drive the Deer. with Hound and Horn, 
a Earl Piercy took his way; 

Mi. The Child may rue that is unborn, 

Ms The Hunting of that Day. 


Hi. The ſtout Earl of Nofthumberlan; 
TR A Vow to God did make, 
4. His Pleaſure in the Scottiſh Woods 


I Three Summer's Days to take; 
22 | 
Ad. WI The chiefeft Harts in Chevy Chace 


To kill and bear away. 
The Tidings to Earl Doug las came, 
In Scotland where he lay : 


e 1s 

Nor i Vho ſent Earl Piercy prefent word, 

7 He would prevent his Sport. | 
a The Engliſh Earl not fearing this, 


Did to the Woods reſort ; 
.S 
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With Fifteen Hundred Bow-men bold; 
All choſen Men of Might, 


Who knew full well, in Time of Need, 
To aim their Shafts aright. 


The gallant Greyhounds ſwiftly ran, 
To chaſe the — 1 

On Monday the an to hunt, 
When Day-light did appear; 


And long before High- Noon they had 
An Hundred fat Bucks lain ; | 

Then having din'd, the Drovers went 
To rouze them up again, 


The Bow-men muſter'd on the Hills, 
Well able to endure ; | 

Their Backſides all, with — Care, 
That Day were guarded fure. 


The Hounds ran ſwiftly thro the Woods, 


The nimble Deer to take, 
And with their Cries the Hills and Dale: 
An Eccho ſhrill did make. 


Lord Piercy to the Quarry went, 
To view the tender Deer ; 
uoth he, Earl Douglas promiſed 
is Day to meet me here: 


If that I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I ſtay. | 


With that, a brave young Gentleman. 


Thus to the Earl did ſay; 


Lo yonder doth Earl Douglas come, 
His Men in Armour bright; 
Full Twenty Hundred Stottiſh Spears, 


All. marching in our Sight; 4 


All 


tm} 

All Men of pleaſant Tividale," 
Faſt by the River Tweed ; 

Then ceaſe your Sport, Earl Piercy ſaid, 
And take your Bows with Speed : | 


And now with me, my Countrymen, 
Your Courage forth advance ; 

For never was there Champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France, 


That ever did on Horſeback come, 
But, ſince my Hap it were, 

Idurſt encounter Man for Man, 
With him to break à Spear. 


4 


Earl Douglas on a Milk-white Steed, 
Moſt like a Baron bold, 

Rode foremoſt of the Company, 
Whoſe Armour ſhone like Gold : 


Shew me (he ſaid) whoſe Men you be, 
That hunt ſo botdly here ; 

That, without my Conſent, do-chaſe 
And kill my Fallow Deer? 


The Man that firſt did Anſwer mak 
Was Noble Piercy he; | 

Who ſaid, We liſt not to declare, 
Nor ſhew whoſe Men we be: 


Yet we will ſpend our deareſt Blood, 
Thy chiefeſt Hart to lay. 

Then Douglas ſwore a ſolemn Oath, 
And thus in Rage did ſay ; 


Ere thus I will out-braved be, 
Oue of us two ſhall dye: | 

I know thee well, an Earl thou art; 
Lord Piercy, ſo am J. 


* 
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But truſt me, Piercy, Pity it were, 
And great Offence to kill | 
Any of theſe our harmleſs Men, Tl 
For they have done no III. 


Let thou and I the Battel try, At 
And ſet our Men'aſfide ? | 
Accurs'd be he, Lord Pierey ſaid, Li 
By whom this is deny'd. * 
"Then ſtept a gallant Squire forth, 7. 
- Witherington was his Name, | 
Who ſaid, I would not have it told 1 
To Hen our King for Shame, 
That er'e my Captain fought on Foot, Yi 
And I ſtood looking on, 
You be two Earls, ſaid Witherengton, 1 
And I a Squire alone: 6 
I'll do the beſt that do I may, T 
While I have Pow'r to ſtand : 
While I have Pow'r to wield my Sword, T 
PH fight with Heart and Han 
Our Fngliſþ Archers. bent their Bows, Ti 
Their Hearts were good and true; @ 
Art the firſt Flight of Arrows ſent, I 
Full Threeſzore Scots they flew. 
To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, V\ 
Earl Douglas had the Bent; 
A Captain mov'd with miekle Pride, U 
The Spears to Shivers ſent. 
They clos'd full faſt on ev'ry Side, U 
No Slackneſs there was und . 
And many a gallant Geneleman F 
Lay gaſping on the Ground. e 
8 : O Chit 
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0 Chriſt ! it was a Grief to ſee, $5: 5:44 
And likewiſe for to hear, i 

The Cries of Men lying in their Gore, | by: 
And ſcatter'd here and there. w | 


At laſt theſe Two ſtout Earls did meet, | > 
Like Captains of great Might ; wo” 

Like Lions mov'd, they laid on Load, , 
And made a cruel Fight : 


They fought until they both did fyeat,. * 
With Swords of temper'd Steel, 44 
Until the Blood, like Drops of Rain, * EE. 
They trickling down did feel. * Og 5 ö 


PR 


Yield thee, Lord Piercy, Douglas ſaid ; 
In Faith I will thee bring, 

Where thou ſhalt high advanced be i — 
By Fames our Scots: Ji King 7 _— F 


Thy Ranſom I will freely give, \ 1 
And thus report of thee, 1 
Thou art the moſt couragious Knight, FR. = 
That ever I did ſee. | | a 


To Dong las, quoth Earl Piercy then, 3 2 
Thy Froffer I do fcorn ; | $3.8; ; 

I will not yield to any Scot, 7 1 
That ever yet was born. 4 "1 


With that, there came an Arrow keen 
Out of an Engliſh Bow, 

Which ſtruck Earl Dang las to the Heart, _— 
A deep and deadly Blow : : —— 


Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe, 1 i 
Fight on, my merry Men all.; | 
For why, my Life is at an End; 
Lord Piercy ſees my Fall. & 
£ 3 
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Then leaving Life, Earl Piercy took 
The dead Man by the Hand; 

And ſaid, Earl Douglas, for thy Life 
Would I had loſt my Land. 


O Chriſt ! my very Heart doth bleed, 
With Sorrow for thy Sake ; 

For ſure, a more renowned Knight 
Miſchance did never take. 


A Knight amongſt the Scots there was, 

Which ſaw Earl Doug las dye, 
bo ſtraight in Wrath did vow Revenge 
; Upon the Earl Piercy : 


Sir Hugh Montgom'ry was he call'd, 
Who, with a Spear moſt bright, 

| Well-mounted on a gallant Steed, 

Ran kercely thro' the Fight; 


And paſs'd the Engliſh Archers all, 
Without all Dread or Fear; 
Aud thro' Earl Piercy's Body then 
He thruſt his hateful Spear: 


With ſuch a veb'ment Force and Might an 
He did his Body gore, 0 
The Spear went through the other Side Ar 
A large Cloth-yard, and more. | 
So thus did both theſe Nobles dye, P 
Whoſe Courage none could ftain, 8 
An Engiiſb Archer then i'd 7 
The Noble Earl was flain ; 
He had a Bow bent in his Hand, Ar 
Made of a truſty Free; | of 
An Arrow of a Cloth-yard long | 
Up ts the Head drew he: 
| | Again 


in 
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Lainſt Sir Hugh Montgomeryy: 

o right his Shaft he fer, 

he grey Gooſe-wing that was thereon, — 
In his Heart's Blood was wet. 


his Fight did laſt from Break of Day, 
Till Setting of the Sun ; 

For when they rupg the Ev'ning-Bell, 
The Battel ſcarce was done. 


Vith the Earl Piercy, there was ſlain | 

Sir Fohn of Ozerton, | 
Cir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir Fobn, | 
Sir Fames that bold Baron : 


And with Sir * and good Sir James, 
Both Knights of good Account, 

Good Sir Ralph Rabby there was flain, 
Whoſe Proweſs did ſurmount. 


For With'rington needs muſt I wail, 


As one in doleful Dumps ; «7 oj 


For when his Legs were ſmitten off, | 
He fought upon his Stumps. iS 


And with Earl Douglas, there was flain 
Sir Hugh Montgomery ; 

dir Charles Currel that from the Field 
One Foot would never fly. 


Sir Charles Murrel, of Ratclif, too, 
His Siſter's Son was he; 


dir David Lamb, ſo well eſteem d, 1 0 | 


They ſaved could not be. 
And the Lord Maxwell in like wiſe 
Did with Earl Douglas dye: 
Of Twenty Hundred Scottiſh Spears, 
Scarce Fifty five did fly. 
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Of Fifteen Hundred Engliſh Men, 
Went home but Fifty three ; 
The reſt were lain in Chevy-Chace, 
Under the green Wood Tree. 


Next Day did many Widows come, 
Their Husbands to bewail; 
They waſh'd their Wounds in briniſh Tears, 
But all would not prevail. 


Their Bodies, bath'd in purple Blood, 
They bore with them away ; 

They kiſs'd them dead a Thouſand times, 
When they were clad in Clay. 


This News was brought to Edinburgh, 
Where Scotland's King did reign, 

That brave Earl Douglas ſuddenly 
Was with an Arrow lain : 


O heavy News, King Famer did ſay ; 
Scotland can Witneſs be, 
I have not any Captain more 
Of ſuch Account as he. 


Like Tidings to King Henry came, ' 


Within as ſhort a Space, 


That Piercy of Northumberland 
Was flain in Chevy-Chace : 


Now God be with him, ſaid our King, 
Sith 'twill no better be; | 


I truſt T have, within my Realm, 


Five Hundred as good as he : 


Yet ſhall not Scot nor Scotland ſay, 


But I will Vengeance take, 
And be revenged on them all, 
For brave Earl Piercy's Sake, 
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This Vow full well the King perform” 4 
After, on Humbledown ; 


In one Day, Fifty Knights were ſlain, 
With Lords of great Renown : 


And of the reſt, of ſmall Account, 
Did many Thouſands dye : 

Thus ended the Hunting of Chevy-Chace, 
Made by the Earl Piercy. 


God ſave the King, and bleſs the Land 
In — Joy, and Peace ; 

And grant henceforth, that foul Debate 
'Twixt Noblemen may ceaſe. 
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XV. The Baniſhment of the Dukes of 
Hereford and Norfolk, in the Time 
of King Richard the Second. 


= 


An Introduction to this Ballad is almoſt ume. 
ceſſary; our Poet has either copied ſo 
cloſely from Hiftory,” or the Hiſtorians har: 
borrow'd from our Poet in ſuch a Mamer, 
that I ſcarce find one Point in which the) 
differ. Some indeed there are, who will have 
it, that the Duke of Hereford accuſed the 
Duke of Norfolk ; but this is ſufficiently 
contradicted by others. Nor is there any 
Probability of Truth in it: for neither be 
nor bis Father had Veneration enongh for 
King Richard, to do any ſuch Thing ; nor 
Affection, I believe, to forewarn him, if 
any Danger had threaten d. "This Duke uf 
Hereford was Henry Bolingbroke , Son 
to John Duke of Lancaſter, the King's 
Uncle ; who married the ſole Heireſs of 
Hereford, and enjoy d that Title and Eſtate 
in Right of his Wife. What follows, f 
the Challenge; of its being to be fought at 

Coventry; of a Stop being put to the Cn 

aly 


[ x22 ] 


bat, when they bad enter'd the \ Lifts 3 of 
their Baniſhment,. and of Norfolk's Death; 


ir ſtrictiy true. Richard, during the Ba- 
viſßment of bit Conſin, thought fit to reduce 


bis Exile from Ten to Six Tears : But the Duke. 
of Lancaſter dying in that Time; and the 
King fearing, that if ſuch a vaſt additional 
Eſtate ſhould fall to his much inqur'd/Confin, 
he might grow. too formidable; pronounc d 
his Baniſhment perpetual , and ſeia d bis 
whole Inheritance. But King Richard go- 
ing afterwards on an Expedition. into Ire- 
land; the Duke: of Lancaſter, who bad aſ- 


ſum'd his Father's Titles, took that Op- 


portunity f coming to England z/ being iu- 


vited by a. great Number of the Nobility, 


and excited by the | Archbiſhop" of Canter- 


bury, a Fellow Exile. He landed in York- 


ſhire, with about Twenty armed len; 
giving out, That be had no other Deſign, 
nt to tate Poſſeſſion of bis Inheritance. 


He was ſuon ain d by great Numbers : And 


the King's. Friends endeavouring to raiſe 
Forces, in order to oppoſe him ; the Ro- 
ple refuſed goivg out againſt bim, thinking 
bis Demands moſt juſt and reaſonable. - The 
Winds blowing dire#ly contrary , Six whole 
IWWeeks paſs'd, before King Richard could have 
any Notice of Lancaſter's*Landiig in Eng- 
land; by which Time, be was Maſier of a 
great Part of the Kingdom, Nor did the 

”< Kirg, 
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King, after the News was brought to hin, 


male that Hale back. he might, and ought , 
to have done; inſomuch, that when be re- 

turn d, be had no Army: And tho' ſome 

aithful Friends offer d to join him, with 1 


their Vaſſals; yet Le abſolutely refus d it, 
. indivg it was too late. For be lad mad: 7 
the Clergy bis Enemies; and they took car: 
\ to far up the People againſt him; and, prone 
ta Change, inſinuated the Happineſs. the) W 
- "might exped under the Duke of Lancaſter, MW ,, 
A Farhament being call'd, Articles were | 
exhibited againſt King Richard; who was 
depos d in the mol ſolemn Manner, and the 7. 
- Duke of Lanca%er round King, ' by the I ,, 
Name of Henry the Fourth. "The. Core | 
nation-Sermon was preach'd by the Arch. 
biſhop of Canterbury, who came over with I W. 
bim to England: And Richard ſeeing this, I ...\ 
formally reſigu d bis Crown, on the 30th +» 
Day of September, in the Tear 1399, and 
in the Iwenty third of bis Reign; be- #01 
ing at that Time about Thirty three Tears of I 


| An 
Age. | 8 
i ; WO Noble Dukes of great Renown, * 
[1 J Thar long had liv'd in Fame, yl 
-  'Thro' hateful Envy were caſt down, 4 
And brought to ſudden Shame. 
UG = | Wh 
| A 
The To 
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The Duke of Hereford was one, 
A prudent Prince, and wiſe; 


Gainſt whom ſuch Malice oft was ſhown, 


Which ſoon in Sight did riſe. | 


The Duke of. Norfolk, moſt untrue, 
Declar'd unto the King, 


The Duke of Hereford tl grew 
In Hatred of each Thing,” - 


Which by his Grace was ated fill 
Againſt both High and Low; 

And how he had a trait'rous Will, 
His State to overthrow, 


The Duke of Hereford then, in Haſte, 
Was ſent for to the King; 

And, by the Lords in Order plac'd, 
Examin'd of each Thing : 


Who being guiltleſs of this Crime, 
Which was againſt him laid; 

The Duke of Norfolk; at that Time, 
Theſe Words unto him ſaid : | 


How can'ſt thou, with a ſhameleſs Face, 
Deny a Truth ſo ſtout; 

And here, before his Royal Grace, - 
So falſly face it out ? 


Did not theſe wicked Treaſons paſe, 
When we together were ; 

How that the Kipg unworthy was 
The Royal Crown to bear ? 


Wherefore, my gracious Lord, quoth he, 


And you his Noble Peers, 


To whom I wiſh long Life to be, 


With many happy Years : 


2 
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I do pronounce befroe you all, 

This treach*rous' Lord that's here, 
A Traytor to our Noble King; 

As Time ſhall ſhey it clear. 


The Duke of Hereford hearing that, 
In Mind was grieved much; 

And did return this Anſwer flat, 
Which did Duke Norfolk touch : 


/ 

"The Term of Traytor, truthleſs Duke, 
In Scorn and great Diſdain, 

With flat Defiance to thy Face, 
I do return again: 


And therefore, if it pleaſe your Grace 
To grant me Leave (quoth he) 
To combat with my deadly Foe, 
That here accuſeth me-; 


I do not doubt but plainly prove, 
That, like a perjur'd Knight, 

He hath moſt falſly ſought my Shame, 
Againſt all Truth and Right. 


'The King did grant this juſt Requeſt, 
And aid therewith agree, * 
At Coventry, in Auguſt next, 
This Combat fought ſhould be. 


The Dukes on ſturdy Steeds full tout, 
In Coats of Steel 2 bright, 
With Spears in Refts, did entex, Liſts, 
This Combat fierce to — 
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The King then caſt his Warden down. 
Commanding them to -ftay ; La 

And with his Lords he Counſel took, 
To ſtint that mortal Fray. 


At length unfo-theſe Noble Dukes 
The King of Heralds came, 

And unto them, with lofty Speech, 
This Sentence did proclaim : 


Sir Henry Bolingbroke, this Day, 
The Duke of Hereford, here, 

And Thomas Mowbray, Norfolk Duke, 
Valiantly did appear ; 


And having, in honourable Sort, 
Repaired to this Place; 

Our Noble King, for ſpecial Cauſe, 
Hath alter'd thus the Caſe: 


Firſt, Henry Duke of Hereford, 
E'r Fifreen Days be paſt, 

Shall part the Realm on Pain of Death, 
While Ten Years Space doth laſt. 


And Thomas Duke of Norfolk, now, 
That hath begun this Strife, 

And thereof no good Proof can bring; 
L ſay, for Term of Life, 


Dy judgment of our Sovereign Lord, 
Which now in Place doth ſtand, 
For evermore I bantſh thee 
Out of thy Native Land. 

2 
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9 thee, on Pain of Death, 

When Fifteen Days are paſt, 

Thou never tread on Fngliſh Ground, 
So long as Life doth laſt, 


Thus they were ſworn before the King, 
E're they did farther paſs, 

The one ſhould never come in Place 
Where as the other was. 


Then both the Dukes, with heavy Hearts, 
Were parted preſently, 

Their uncouth Streams of froward Chance 
In Foreign Lands to try. 


The Duke of Norfolk coming then 
Where he could Shipping take, 

The bitrer Tears fell down his Cheeks, 
And thus his Moan did make: 


Now let me ſigh and ſob my Fill, 
E're I from hence depart, 

That inward Pangs with Speed may burſt 
My ſore afflicted Heart. 


Oh curſed Man ! whoſe loathed Life 
Is held ſo much in Scorn ; 
| Whoſe Company is clean deſpis'd, 
And left as one forlorn! 


Now take thy Leave, and laſt Adieu, 
Of this thy Country dear ; 

Which never more thou muſt behold, 
Nor yet approach it near. 
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Now happy ſhould I count my ſelf, 
If Death my Heart had torn; 

That I _—_ ve my Bones entomb'd,. 1 
Where I was bred and born: 


Or that by Neptwne's wrathful Rage, 
I might be forc'd to dye; | 

Whilſt that ſweer England's pleaſant Bangs 
Did ſtand before mine Eye: | 


Within my Senſes now? 
How fair unto my outward: Sight \ 
Seems ev'y Branch and Bough? | 


| 
How ſweet a Scent hath Engliſh Ground” _ | 
| 
The Fields and Flow rs, the Streets and Stones / | 
Seem ſuch unto my Mind, | ö 
That in all other Countries, ſure, 
The like I ne're ſhall find. | 
O that the Sun, with mining Face, | 4 
ould ſtay his Steeds'by Strength; - | 
That this ſame Day might ſtretched be < ® 
To Twenty Years in Length! : 


And that the true-performing Tide * 

Her haſty Courſe would ſtaj-; # 
That Salut would never yield | : 

. To bear me hence away. 


That by the Fountain of my Eyes A-2Þ 
The Fields might water'd be; | 
That I might grave my grievous Plaint 4 
Upon each ſpringing Tree. R oo 


8 4 
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But Time, I "4 with Eagle's Wings 
So ſwift doth * away; 
And dusky Clouds be <gin A dim 
The Brightneſs of the Day : 


The fatal Hour draweth on, 
The Winds and Tides agree; 
And now, ſweet Exgland, over ſoon 
I muſt depart from thee. 


The Mariners have hoiſted Sail, 
And call to catch me in; 

And now, in woful Heart, I feel 
My Torments to begin. 


Wherefore, Farewel for evermore, 
Sweet England, unto thee; | 

And 3 all my Friends, which I 
Again ſhall never ſee. | 


EE © England, here I kiſs the Ground 
=_ Upon my bended Knee ! 

MWMWM˖bereby to ſhew to all the World 
How dearly I love the. 


1 This being ſaid, away he went STE 
iN As Fortune did him guide; F 
And at the length, thro' Grief of Bears , 
(1 In Venice there he dy'd.. - 27:1 1d 0" 


= The Noble Duke, in doleful Sort, 
Lf Did lead his Life in France ; 

5 And, at the laſt, the mighty Lord 

1 Did him full high advance. 
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The Lords of England afterwards. 


Did ſend for him again, 3 
While that King Richard at the Wars 


In Ireland did remain ; 


Who, by the vile and great Abuſe ' 
Which, thro' his Deeds did ſpring, .. „ 
Depoſed was; and then the Duke * 

Was truly crowned King. 
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XVI. Sir Richard V. bittington's Ad- 
vancement. 

BEING 


An Hiſtorical Account of his Education, 
unexpected Fortune, Charity, Oc. 


To the Tune of, Dainty come thou to me. 
, Vs £0 


* 


. DTDere is ſomething ſo fabulons, or, at leaf, 
[ that has ſuch a Romantick Appearance in 


[ the Hiſtory. of Whittington, * / at I ſhall 
not chuſe to relate it; but refer my cre- 
7 dulons Readers to commn Tradition, or to 


the Penny Hiſtories. Certain it is, that 
there was ſuch a Man; a Citizen of Len- 
don. by Trade a Mercer; and one who has 
left Publick Edifices, and Charitable Works 
enow bebind him, to tranſmit bis Name to 
Poſterity. Among ſt others, he founded a 
Houſe of Prayer; with an Allowance Fl 

a Ha- 


— 


W 
2 


a 1311 | 
a Maſter, Fellows, Chorifters,: Clerks, &c. 
and an Alms-Houſe for Thirteen poor 
Men, called Whittington Collage. He en- 
tirely rebuilt the loathſome Priſon, which 
then was on at the Weſt Gate of the 
City, and call'd it Newgate. He built the 
* better Half of St. Bartholomew's Heſpi- 
tal, in Weſt-Smithfield ; and the fine” Li- 
brary in Grey-Fryars, nom called Chriſt's 
Hoſpital : As alſo great Part of the Eaſt 
Bl of Guildhall, with a Chapel, and a 
Library ; in which the Records of the City 
1, might be kept. He was choſen Sheriff, in 
the Seventeenth Tear of the Reign of . King 
Richard the Second, and of the Chriſtian 
- Era 1393 z William Stondon, by Trade 
a Grocer, being then Mayor of London. 
After which be was knighted ; and in the 
- One and Twentieth Tear of the ſame Reign, 
N he was choſen Mayor. Which Honour was - 
2 again conferr'd on bim in the Fighth Tear 
y of King Henry the Fourth, and the Seventh 1 
of King Henry the Fifth.” *Tis ſaid of q 
him, That be advanc'd à very confiderabie* 
Sum of Money, towards carrying on the © 
g War in France, under this laſt Monarch. 
8 He marryd Alice, the Daughter of Hugh 
5 and Molde Fitzwarren: at whoſe Honje,, 
f Traditions ſay, Whittington liv'd a Ser- 
5 


vant, when he got his immenſe Riches by 
venturing bis Cat in one of bis Maſter's 
Ships. 


"* 
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Ships. "However, if we may give Credit to 
bis on Vill, be was a Knight's Son; and 
more obbged to an Engliſh King , and 
Frince, than to any African Monarch, for 
bis Riches. For when be founded Whit: 
tington College, and left a Maintenance for Ill 4 
"ſo many People, as above related y they were, 
Stow records it, (for this Maintenance) V 
bound to pray for the good Eftate of Ri- 
-chard Whittington, and Alice bis Wiſe, In 
their Founders ; and for Sir William Whit- 
tington, and Dame Joan bis Wife; and “ 
For Hugh Fitzwarren, and Dame Molde 


hit Wife ; the Fathers and Mothers of the il \ 
ſaid Richard Whittington, and Alice his 
Wife : For King' Richard:the Second, and 1 
N Thomas of Woodſtock, Duks of Gloceſter, 
mw * Lords and Promoters of the ſaid ki Is 
Ere muſt 1 tir the Praiſe D 
Of worthy Whittington, 4 
— to be in his Das \ [ 
Thrice Lord-Mayor of Londen: > 
Bur of poor Parentage 1 
Dorn was he as we hear, 
And in his render Age I 


- Bred up in 2 


* 


OY OP 
* L FRF 


Poorly to London then | 171 a 2030 „noc it 
Came up this ſimple Lade 


Ws Where, with a Merchant-Man, © 1 97 7151598 A 
"4 Soon he a Dwelling had; | i 
o/ And in a Kitchen plac'd,  154> 
2 A Scullion for to be ct 
5 Where a long Time he paſs d og ya! Li 
7 In Labour drudgingly. ech“ Tad vl: N Ho 


t- Turning at the Firem i] 
id And to ſcour Pots of Braſs, '' 070 0 
For a poor Scullion's Hire : 0g" © you na 


His daily Service was : 2105 219078) 0 1 


le 

be Meat and Drink all his Payr; „ i 0 and 

T Of Coin he had no Stor v4 P 

id Therefore to run away,. 2 vid bib 11d vy 

n In ſecret Thought he bor: % 

r, | 

1 So from the Merchant-Man, a 10 1994 A * 
| Whiffington ſecretly * bea 

Towards his Country ran, 51424101 tle 


To purchaſe Liberty. * 7.00 9910990 it #7 ah 


But as he went along, 191071 oa bad nnd 
In a fair Summers Morn, n 0 0 
London's Bells ſweetly rug 4 
Whittington's back Return 3 ' © + 


Evermore ſounding ſo, , dan! : 173719 
Turn again, Whittington / + 2103-323. en 
For thou, in Time, ſhalt "OY Ali Os 
Lord-Mayor of London. e by A 


* 
— 
— 


, | Where- 
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Whereupon, back again "Ws Oe "et 
Whittington came with Speed, 

A Servant to remain, 
As the Lord had decreed. 


Still bleſſed be the Bells, 

This was his daily Song; 

This my good Fortune tells 
Moſt ſweetly have they rung, 


If God ſo favour me, | 
I will not prove unkind ; | 

London my Love ſhall ſee, 

And my large Bounties find. 


But, ſee his happy Chance! 1775 5 
This Scullion had a Cat, | 1 

Which did his State advance, 
And by it Wealth he gat. 


His Maſter ventur'd forth, 8 . 
oa Land far unknown, 0 

Wich Merchandiſe of Worth, | 1 
4 As is in Stories ſhown : WI 


4 But this poor Cat as then, 
4 Which to the Ship he bore, _ A 
7 Like a brave valiant Man: 


| 1 Whittington had no more V5 | & 


+ Vent'ring the ſame, quoth he, 0 

I may get Store of Gold, 
And Mayor of London be,  _ a, 
As the Bells have me told. 1 


; 1 155, Ii 


Whittington's Merchandiſe, ©; 4 ne 7 
Carried to a Land 4102049 
Troubled with Rats and Mice 

As they did underſtand ; - +» 


The King of the Country there 
As he at Dinner ſar, 1 4181 2 
Daily remain'd in Fear Aer | 
of many Mouſe and Rat. 7 i, 


Meat that on Trenchers lay, 
No Way they could keep'ſafe ; er 
But by Rats bore away, - 
Fearing no Wand or Staff: Yi 


Whereupon, ſoon they brought e 


Mpittington's nimble Cat; * 4 
Which by the King was bought, „be I ö 
Heaps of Gold 2 for that. 5 

N | 1 

Home again came theſe Men 1 
With their Ship laden ſo, | _ #1 
Wh;ttington's Wealth began 4 


By this Cat thus to grow; - 


Scullion's Life he forſook, |: . 
To be a Merchant god. 
And ſoon began to loo *; e 


How well his Credit ſtood. 


+ - 


After that, he was choſe "3 34,6488; roy 
Sheriff of the City here, 9 8 1 
And then full quickly roſfſe | 


of 7361 


For, to the City's Praiſe, 2991! e 
Sir Richard WMhittington —— M 

Came to be in his Days =_ 
Thrice Mayor of London. | 


More his Fame to advance, M. 
- Thouſands he lent the King, 
To maintain War in France, 
Glory from thence to bring. 


'V And after, at a Feaſt + 

| ; Which he the King did make, 

1 He burnt the Bonds all in jeſt, 
And would no Money take, 


i Ten Thouſand Pounds he gave 
0 To his Prince willingly ; 8 . 
= And would no Penny have | | . 
5 For this kind Courteſy, - 45 046-28 5 


4 As God thus made him great, 
8 So he would daily ſee 
Poor People fed with Meat, 
* To ſhew his Charity : © © 


Priſoners poor cheriſh'd were, 
Widows ſweet Comfort found; 

Good Deeds, both far and near, 
Of him do ſtill reſound. 


Whittington's College is 
One of his Charities ; * 

Record reporteth this, 
To laſting Memories. 
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Newgate he builded fair, 
For Priſoners to lye in ; 


cee. Cre de did pair OT ee 


riſtian Love for to win. 


Many more ſuch like Deeds ö : 
Were done by Whittington; ;; 31 -: 
Which Joy and Comfort breeds, 
To ſuch as look thereon, 


'S; 


- 
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XVI. CUPID's RzeveNnGe. 
O R, 
An Account of a King who lighted all 
Women, and at length was conſtrain d 


to marry a Beggar, who prov d a Fair 
and Virtuous Queen. 


To the Tune of, I often for my Jenny ſtrove, 


Upon the firſt Reading of this Ballad, I toll 


the Story for the Invention of ſome Port, 
who would not give bimſelf the Trouble of 
turning Hiftory over, to find out a proper 
Subject; and I bad actually laid it aſide 
among /t the fabulous Songs: But upon a Se- 
cond Review, I found my ſelf miſtaken ; at 
leaft, I bave good Reaſon to believe my ſelf 
fo. And having fince communicated my 
Thoughts to ſome good Fudges, they aſſur d 
me I was in the rigbt ; and that the * 


* a + a. 
” 


[139] 

lad was writ pon the Marriage of Ni 
Henry the Sixth. That I may not 
rance any Opinion, | without giving ſome 
Grounds for it;; I ſhall let my Readers into 
the Reaſons , which induc d me to think it 
pas written on bim. 4475 


He deſpis d the ſweeteſt Beauty , 
And the greateſt Fortune too. 
At length, he marry d to a Beggar. OP | 
There is uo one ſo very ignorant of Hiſtory, 
as not to know that this Monareb" was be- 


trothed to the Count of Arminiac's Dangb- 
* ter ; a fine Lady, with whom be was tu bave 


a conſiderable Portion, befides ſeveral Towns .. 6 | 


ook and Caſtles in Aquitain, which belong d to 

King Henry's Arce lors. But the Duke 
JI Suffolk, without Orders , negotiated" a 
51 „ between bis Maſter and the Dangb- 
pas ter of Rayner, : Duke' of Anjou, 4 mighty 
Titular Prince , for be fiiF'd bimſelf King 
| of Jeruſalem , Sicily, and 3 but, 
Hd all bis Titles, ſo very poor, that be 


70 could not give his Daughter a Dowry : And 
PF King Henry was obliged," in Favonr of this 
Marriage, to renounce bis beſt Dominion: 


lal in France; which -our Poet 1 
. ts 


L 14 
hints at, in bis throwing a Purſe of Gall 
to the Beggar. | } 
Her Fame thro? all the Realms did ring, I y 
Altho* She came of Parents poor : 
She, by her Sovereign Lord the King, 
Did bear one Son, and eke no more. 


is very well known, that no Woman ſup: 
ported the Royal Character with more Cou- 
rage and Dignity than Queen Margaret did. 
7 any one would ſee her Character at large, 
would fer em to Mr. Philips's Tra- Wl 
gedy of Duke Humphrey. This Qucen had 
Int one Child, Prince Henry; who was f 
ſlain' at Tewksbury, by Richard Duke of 
Gloceſter, Brother to King Edward the 
Fourth: So that the laſt Stanza is not con- 
Aſtent with Hiſtory. But we muſt remem- 
ber, That a Poet who is writing on a Sub- 
jeck nich he dares not-own,; muſt ſo diſ- il ' 
guiſe the Truth, at not to let his Song be 
entirely applicable to a Prince, on the Throne, 
or to one who had ſtill Potent Friends living 
And fomthuat Reaſon , our Poet begun with 
telling us, that he was writing of a Foreign 
Monarch; and concludes, with ſetting ths 
Frince on the Throne. 4 8 LFQT C12: wh 
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A King once reign 4 beyond the deu. 

As we in aucient Stories find. 

Whom no fair Face could ever pleaſe ; EE 
He cared not for Womankind : 


He deſp1s'd the ſweeteſt Beauty, 
And the greateſt 'Fortune too: 

At length he married to a Beggar; 
See what Crpid's Dart ean do! 


The blinded Boy that, ſhoots ſo trim, 


Did to his Cloſet-Window fteal ; 
And drew a Dart, and ſhot at him, 
And made him ſoou his Power feel. 


He that never car'd for Women, 


* 


But did Females ever hate; 9 


At length was ſmitten, wounded, ſwoonecß 
ng 1 ho g 


os IF 


Dy 1 78 7 
For mark what happen d an a Day „d odr 


As he look d from hig Window highy, i.» 1 


He ſpy d a Beggar all in Grey, 1 2 


With Two more in her 4 


She 


She his Fancy ſoon um 
And his Heart was grieved ſore ; 
What! muſt I have her, court her, crave her: WT! 
I that never loy'd before. | 
: | . 


This Noble Prince of High Renown, 1 Th 
Did to his Chamber ſtrait repair, | 

And on his Couch he laid him down, | 
Oppreſs'd with Love-ſick Grief and Care, 


Ne're was a Monarch ſo ſurprized ; 2 

Here I lye her Captive Slave ; 

But I'll to her, court her, wooe her; Th 

She muſt heal the Wound ſhe gave. { 

She 

/ 

. Then to his Palace-Gate he goes? An. 

= The Beggars crave his Charity; ; 

4 A Purſe of Gold to them he'throws ; 

With thankful Hearts away they hye. 

But the King he call'd her to him, | He, 

Tho' ſhe was but poor and mean ; +4 ; f 

His Hand did hold her, while he told her, She 


| ne br NEAT [ 


In) 


iu this the bluſhed Scarlet ned, 
And on this mighty King did gane: 
+ W Then ſtrait again as pale as Lead: ne 
Alas, the was in ſuch Amaze! © 


yand in Hand they walk'd together; 
And the King did kindly ſay, | 
Thar he'd reſpect her: Strait they deck'd her 1 
ln moſt ſumptuous rich . 1 | 
N 
| 


G 
= A K 


He did appoint the Wedding- D;; 
And likewiſe then commanded ſtrait 
The Noble Lords and Ladies gay - A 


Upon his gracious Queen to wait. ' : . 4 
the appear'd a ſplendid Beauty; | a 
All the Court did her adore ; A 
And in a Marriage with a Carriage, | 
As if ſhe'd beetya Queen before. 


C 


Her Fame thro! all the Realms did ring, | 
Altho' ſhe came of Parents poor : ] 


She, by her Sov'reign-Lordahe King, 
Did bear one Son, and eke no more. 


| 


Ar l 0 All © © 
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All the Nobles were well pleaſed, 
And the Ladies frank and free ; 

For her Behaviour always gave her 
Title to her Dignity. 


At hi King, and *r 14 

= Together in a ſilent Tomb; | 

Their Royal Son their Sceptre ſway'd, 
Who govern'd in his Father's Room. 


— 2 


. _ _ - 
N _ 


Long in Glory did he flouriſh, © 
; 1 | Wealth and honour to — . 
4 Still poſſeſſing ſuch a Bleſſinſg, 
* That he liv'd and reign'd in Peace, / 
18 


II 


"ad — 1 1 — 


" 
— 
py - K <4 
— — — 


C4 +» ” ＋ 8 
45 2 r 9 Ip p zT 600 485. 
WF N 8 12 - >: - —__ o „ Feen — Lo = —_ 
ww,” 3 | EL age 
5 N I ö : 
/ 7 / 
ö ” 


„ F 
ll ö 


— 


* 2 = 
LY 


- #** 


Ti 


i ht 24, 
77 ＋ 


= 7 | * 11 ur” 
NED OI | N 100 
F084 . ART 
2 #11 4 2 N e) Ns 4 


» 1 < * 18. * . 
» oa - 9 . & . 8 
LAY » — 4 — - — 21 — 7 a 
- * =” * 2 r < - 4 — ir a 2 
FF a ö s doe SLES i. 
— ̃ 8 — — N Y — 
* 


- 


[145] b 
2 8 8 8 ASSESSED 


The Woeful Lamentation of Jane 
Shore, a Goldſmith's Wife in Lon- 
don, ſometime King Edward the 
Fourth's Concubine. 4 6 


nn 


Io the Tune of Live «ith me, &c- 


* 


— 
* 


—— 


W 4 


The Heroine of the following Song Was 1 Cs 


zen's Daughter, a young Gentlemoman whoſe 


Youth, Beauty and Virtue were her chief 
Portion. She was ſought in Marriage by one 
Matthew Shore, a Goldſmith in LomWard- 
ſtreet, but was, they aſſure us, very auerſe 
to the Match, he we then an Elderly 
Man ; but as be was vaſtly rich, her Friends 
import un d her, and ſhe at length marryd 
him; and appearing now in an open 


and in ſeveral Parts of the City, I Lon . 
do, 


more frequently than ſhe was wont to 


the Fame of her Beauty ſoon ſpread Abroad, . 


and reach d the Ears of King Edward IV. 
who made bis Addreſſes and wan her. Upon 
this her Husband left England, and fhe 
immediately went to Court, mhere ſhe lived 
in the moſt gay and ſumptuous manner ima- 
ginable, nothing but Feaſts. and Dancing; 
and the King was wont ga ay, that a mer- 
rier Harlot never liv'd. Several Hiſtor;- 

ans tell us, that during Edward's Liſe-time 

. [be 


1 
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ſhe never employ'd her Power to do any one 
an Injury or ll Office, but made it her 
whole Study to do all the Good ſhe could; 

that ſhe comfort ed the Diſtreſs'd, reliev d 
the Poor, cloath'd the Naked, and ſuccour d 
the Widow and Orphans. After the Death 
of Edward, ſhe was kepe by the Lord Ha- 
ings till he was condemn'd, and then her 
Houſe was riſted by the Sheriffs of London, 
all ſhe had ſeix d upon, and ſhe forc'd to do 
Public Penance in a White Sheet by the 
Biſhop of London's Order, marching to her 
Pariſh Church in her Ghoſtly Dreſs, with 
4 lighted Taper in her Hand. The Writers 
of that Age tell us, She ſuffer'd thus for 
not complying with Richard's Requeſt in 
moving Haſtings to forſake Edward's 
Children, and embrace his Cauſe But 
there are others who differ very much in 
Opinion from theſe, and who will not allow 
Richard ro have been that Tyrant he is ge- 
erally repreſented. To prove this they urge 

| that the Nation was overwhelm'd with Ig- 
4 norance, and that ſcarce a Man init was 
able to write, the Monks excepted, who 
1 therefore had it wholly in their Power to 
# repreſent People juſt as they lead; that 
q neither Richard the Second nor the Third 
were great Friends to Churchmen, and that 
for this Reaſon their Accounts cannot be 
loo d mnpon as  Authentick, being more 
grounded upon Malice and Reſentment than 
upon direct Fact. They add, that ſome 4 
Du $01 bakks 
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Cb 


the Monks taking Occaſion to cry out againſt 


the Heinonſneſs' of Adultery, and exclaim- 
ing againſt Jane Shore, ſhe was deliver d 
over 40 the Spiritnal Power, to be us d juſt 
as they plear'd, and that done, they laid her 
Uſage to King Richard's Charge, 4 4 
freſh Inſtance of his Tyranzy. I ſhall not 
pretend to determine any thing in 4 Caſe” 
of this Nat ure, but having related what ig 
urg'd by both Parties, I ſhall leave every 
Body to judge for themſelves, and proceedto” 
the Song itſelf. Ar. Rowe ſeems to have 
a great regard to the Authority of thus old 
Ballad, and bas follow'd it more nearly - 
than any Hiſtory we have extant; even” 


Mrs. Blague, (the I believe mention is _ 


made of her- no where elſe) he bat, with © 
ſome Additions, improv'd into a principal 
Character, and ſbemn us all that is ſaid of this 
Woman in the ungrateſul Alicia. Whilft T- 
am quoting Mr. Rowe, it may perhaps be 
«expetted that I ſhould take Notice of his 
having made Jane Shore reſiſt the Tempt a- 
tions of Haſtings, and continue Virtuous ' 


after the Death of Edward, to the "laſt ; 


but the Fudicious will allow that to be no 
Authority at all. A Poet hgs the liberty, 
in a Dramatick Piece to vary as much as 
he pleaſes ſrom Hiſtory, at leaſt as much 
as his Pla; requires he ſhould. Jane Shore's 
Misfort unes were all that Mr. Rowe had to 
raiſe Compaſſion from , had he made her 4 
common Strumpet, none of his Audience 
2 POULL 


* 


I 


As 
W 
| My 


in Halen fed fond did dwell, an ei 19.9 


Some Wer and ocret Friend r yt] Ko. © 
Peggafe my Love I $d"#6t: find NY 
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"would have pity d her; but having made 
ber Good and Vi irtwous, there is [carte any 
one can refuſe to pay ber 4 Tear : Her 
only apparent Fault there bei _ ber yielding 


to a Monarch's Lede. emptation ew 
rould have reſiſted. ſ 


F Roſamond that was ſo fai r, 
Had Cauſe her Sorrow to declare. 


Then let Fane S ore with Sorrow ſing, 
That was beloved of a King, 


Tben <vantonWives in time amend, 


For Lote and Beauty will have end. 


In Maiden Years my Beauty bright 
Was loved dear by 7 and Kni 5 
But yet the Love that they 7 
It was not as my Friends deſir d 

Den Wanton Wives, &c. © 13 Þ 


My Parents they for Thirſt of Gain, 
| A Husband for me did obtain; 
And ! their Pleaſule to fulfil, | 
Wos fore d to wed againſt my "28 9 


8 


Io kee Shore I Was ieee 
Till Luſt brought Ruin m yoLife : 
dirhen my, Life I lea fora: 

Wh 


ch makes my. Soul for 0 lament. v l wil 


Londen yt t ca wirneſs well, 05 1 


ke re war y Gallants did bebvld.., 8 ala i 


Beauty in a Shop of Gold., * 
1 ſpread m my Dinh! as Wantan 40, 


2 10 wanton Minds me 
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At laſt da} in Court did ing 
Into the Ears of Kngland's King,” © 


Yet Miſtreſs Blggwe, à Neighbour near, 
Whoſe Friendſhip J eſteemed Geer, 
Did ſay, It i A gallant thing 
To be beloved of a King. 


By her Perſwaſions I was led, 
For to defile my Matriage- Bd. 
And wrong my wedded Hughand' Show,” 
Whom Ihad lov'd ten Vears before. 


In Heart and Mind'T did rejoyce, 
That I had made ſo ſweet a Choice; 
And therefore did my State reſign, 
To be King Edward's Concubine, - 


From City then to Court I went, 
To reap the Plcaſures of Content; 


And had-the Joys that Love-could bring, - bes 


And knew the Secrets of a King. 


When I was thus advanc' don high, 
Commanding Edward with mine Eye, 
For Mrs. Blague I in ſhort ſpace, 1 


Obtain'd a Living from his Grace. p x 


No Friend I had hut in ſhort time 
I made unto Promotion climb; 
But yet for all this coſtly Pride, 


My Hausband could not me abide. 
His Bed, — d 7 4 
His Heart with deadly Gri ſing: 


From England then he goes _ 4 
mann Sea. 


H3 


Whocame andlik'd, and LoveTequir aj, "4 
But I madecoy what hedehir'd: {3 mu ot 


* 
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He could not live to fee his Name 
Impaired by my wanton Shame ; 
Altho' a Prince of Peerleſs Might 
Did reap the Pleaſure of his Right 


Long time lived in the Court, 
With Lords and Ladies of great fort , 
And when I ſmil'd all Men wereglad, 
But when I mourn'd my Prince grew ſad. 


Put yet an honeſt Mind I bore 
To helpleſs People, that werepoor ; 
I ftill redreſs'd the Orphan's Cry, 
And ſav'd their Lives condema dto dye. 


I ſtill had ruth on Widows Tears, 
I ſuccour'd Babes of tender Years ; 
And never look'd for other Gain, 
But Love and Thanks for all my Pain. 


At laſt my Royal King did dye, 
And then my Days of Woe grew nigh; 
When Crook-back'd Fichard got the Crown, 
King Edward's Friends were ſoon put down. 


I then was puniſh'd for my Sin, 
That I ſo long had lived in; 
Yea, every one that was his Friend, 
This Tyrant brought to ſhametul End. 


Ihen for my rude and wanton Life, 
IJ hat made a Strumpet of a Wife, 
I Penance did in Lombard. ſtreet, 
In ſhameſul manner in a Sheet. 


Where many Thouſands did me view, 
Who late in Court my Credit knew; 


Which made the T ears run down my Face, _ 


To think upon my foul Diſgrace. 


* < ; | * 
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Not thus content, they took from me 
My Goods, my Livings, and my Fee, 
And charg'd that none ſhould me relieve, 
Nor any Succour to me give. 


Then unto Miſtreſe Blague I went, 
To whom 4 I had ſent, 
In hope thereby to eaſe my Want, 
When Riches fail'd, and Love grew ſcant. 


But ſhe deny'd to me the ſame, 
When in my Need forthem I came ; 
To recompence my former Love, 
Out of her Doors ſhe did me ſhove. 


So Love did vaniſh with my State, 
Which now my Soul repents too late ; 
Therefore Example take by me, 
For Friendſhip ; arts in Poverty. 


— — 


But yet one Friend cog the reſt, 
Whom 1 before had ſeen diſtreſs d, 

And ſav'd his Life, condemn'd to dye, 
Did give me Food to ſuccour me, * 


For which, by Law, it was decreed, 
That he was hanged for that Deed ; 
His Death did grieve me ſo much more, 


4 
„ ” # 
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whereby in vain I begg d all Dar, 


My Gowns beſet with pearl and Gold, 
Were turn'd to ſimple Garments old; 
My Chains and Jems and golden Rings, 
To filthy Rags and loathſome Things.. 


Ha wy 


Than had dy d my ſelt therefore. 
Then thoſe to whom I had done good, 8 | i 
Durſt not reſtore-me any Food; | _ | 


"IE 
* * 
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Thus was ] ſcorn 'd of Maid and Wiſts 2 


For Icading ſuch a wicked Life ; 
Both {ſucking Babes, and Children ſmall, 
Did make a Paſtime at my Fall, 


T could not get one Bit of Bread. 
Whereby my Hunger might be fed, 
Nor Drink, but ſuch as Channels yield, 
Or ſtinking Ditches in the Ficld, 


Thus, weary of my Life, at length 
1 yielded up my vital Seo gtd, 

Within a Ditch of loathſome Scent, 
Where ens Dogs do much frequent : 


The which now ſince my dying Day, 
Is Shoreditchcall'd, as Writers lay, 
Which is a Witneſs ofmy Sin, * 
For being Concubine ton King, 


You wanton Wives that fall to Luft, 
Pe you afſur'd that God is juſt; 
Whoredom ſhall noteſcape his Hand, 
Nor Pride unpuniſl d in this Land. 


If God to me ſuch Shame did bring, 
That yielded only toa King; 
How ſhall they ſcape that daily run 
To practiſe Sin with every Man? : 


You Husbands match not but for Love, 
Left ſome diſliking after prove; _ 
Women be warn d when. you are * 
What plagues are due to kn ful Lives :. 

Then Maids and Wives in time amend; * 


For Love and Beauty will hate end. 


«WW, 
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RIHNLCL LEASED SHS Mx 


1 
| 


King Edward and Jane bot e. 


In Imitation, and to the Lune of, St. Gerge 
: and the Dragon, 


o 
Aa. * 


— 4. 


1 


] hgve already ſaid all that I have to ſay of 
hs unhappy Lady. The followin Sore #7 a 
Burleſque upon her, but rather ſeems writ 
ten by a Wag than an Enemy. to her Me- 
mory. There are ſome little Expreſſions in 
it which had almoſt induced me to lay the 
Song aſide; but I conſiders that "iv was © 
really old, and therefore onghr to be pre» 
ſeru'd, and that I might have Readers af 
ſeveral Humours,, ſo that this Ballad mig b 
hit the Faſte of thoſe who probably would 
not reliſh one more grave and-folids This 
little Introduction I have thrown in ſor the 
Service of the Ladies, that they nay. nee 
unwarily go to read or ſing this Song, wnteſs. 
by themſelves. | | 5 " Y | 


H ſhould we boaſt of Lalus and tis Knights, 

Knowing: fuch Champions entrapt by Whcs 

| | (riſh Lights 2 | 

Or why {honld'we ſpeak of Thais's curſed Locks” 3 

Or Ria that gave fo many Men the Er x 

Read ĩmold Stories, and there younuttIfind;. . | is 
How Jane Sbore, Fane Skore, ſhe pleas'd. King Fa- 
> (ard Mind, 
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Jane Shore ſhe vas for England, Queen Frederick 
was for France, 


--3 


| Sing Honi ſoit qui maly penſe. 


Oftheold Amazons it wereto long too tell, A 
And likewiſe of the Thracian Girls, how far they did 

Poms. 4 | 

Thoſe with Scythian Ladsengag'din ſeveral Fights, - 

And in the brave Venercan Wars did tuiladvent'rous 

(Knights; 

Meſſalina and Julia were Veſſels wond rous bottle: 

But Fane Shore, Fave Shore, took down King Edward's 


| (Mettle. 
Jane Shore ſbe was fer England, Er. 
Thalleftris of Thermodon ſhe was a doubty Wight; IM * 
She conquer d Pallas King it'h” Excerciſe of Night, 
Hercules flew the Dragon, whoſe Teeth were al] of , 

| . | (Braſs 

vet he himſelf becamea Slave unto the Lydian Laſs ; 

The Theban Semele lay with Fove, not dreading all 

. (his Thunder; 

- -But Fane Shore overcame King Edward, altho' he had 
| (her under, I 
Jane Shore ſbe cvas for England, _ . 
Hellen of Greece ſhe came of Spartan Blood, p / 
Aericola and Creſſida they were brave Whorcs and 

| (good 
neen Clytemmeſira boldly flew old Arthur smighty b 

(Son ; 


And fair He ſſane pull d down the Strengti of Telamon ; 
/ Thoſe were the Ladies that caus d the Trojan Sack, 

But Faxe Shore, Fave Shore, the ſpoil'd King e. 

, * | 1188 ; ; web ack, 


Jane Shore e was ſor England, Cc. 


Ter 


[5s T F 

For this the ancient Fathers did great Venies defy; 
Becauſe with her own Father Fove ſhe feared nottolye, 
Hence Cupid came, who afterwards reveng d his lo- 
| (ving Mother, 

And made kind Bibilis do the like with Caunus her 
(own Brother ; 

And afterwards the Goddeſs kept Adonis for Reſerve, 
as, But Fane Shore, Fane Shore, ſhe ftretch'd King Ed- 
: | (wards Nerves. 


le; Jane Shore ſbe was for England, c. . 


le, The Colchan Dame Medea her Father did betray, 
And taught her Lover Jaſon the vigilant Bull ro ſlay; 
And aſter thenceconvey d her Father's golden Hleece, 
She with her Lover ſail'd away in Argo's Ship to 
t * W Greeeor 3. 
of But finding Faſonfalfe, ſhe burnt his Wife and Court, 
But Fans Shore, Fane Shore, ſhe ſhew'd King E- 


= > — — 
mum — . 


5 (ward Sporr,. 4 
| : Jane Shore ſbe was for England, Sc. 2 | 
> Romix of Saxony, the Meleb State overthrew; #3 
: leerne of Cornwall, Pendragon did ſubdue ;. 3 


Queen Vanora With Arthur fought ſingly hand to hand? 


— 
— * ——— a —_. —_— 
1 . w 


In Bed, tho' afterwards ſhe made Horns on his Head q 

; | (to ſtand. = 
| And to Sir Modredus, Pi#iſb Prince, a Paramour be- 
| bs OBI! | '- |.(came;. uf 
f But Fane Shore, Fane Shore, ſhe made King Edward 4 


| (tame. 

| Jane Shore {hs eas: for England, . | 

Marea of Italy, ſee how ſſie ſtdutly copes 4 

With Jeſuits, Prieſts, Cardinals, and tripple Crown»- © 
| | (ed Popes : | 


, 


- Tue} 

And with King Henry Roſamond ſpent many a dally- 
ivy (ing Hour, 
Till laſtly poyſon d by the Queen in, Woodſtock fatal 
. 8 (Bower; 
And Joan of Art play d in the Dark with the Knights 
* | (of Languedock, 
But Jane Shore met King Edward, and gave him 
wh (Knock for Knock. 


Jane Shore ſhe aut for England, &%. 


Paſiphae we know play'd Featswith theCretan Bull, 
And Proſerpine, tho' ſo Divine, became black Pluto's 
(Trull; 

The Spaniſh Bawd her Strumpets taught to lay their 
y | | | (Legs Aſtride; 
But theſe, and all the Courtezans, Fane Shore, did 
them denide ; 

Pope Joan was right, altho* ſhe did the Papal Scep: 
| (ter wield, 

But Fane & ore, Fane Shore, ſhe made King Edward 
| (yield, 


Jane Shore fre ev2s. for England, &. 
Agathoclea and Santhe did goverm Saybts King; 
The witty Wench of Andaver.the was a pretty thing. 
She freely tcok her Lady's Place, and with Great 
. # | (Edgar dally'd, 
And with main Force ſhe foil'd him quite, altho he 
, 5 BY, (oaftenrally d 
Eor which brave AR, he that her rackt gave her hi: 
| (Lady's Land, 
Jut Jane Shore, Fane Shore, K ing Edward did command 


Jane Shore ſhe as for England, & 


Of Phryne and of Lais.Hiſtorians have related . 5 
How their illuſtrious Beauties tu o Cencralscaj tivated,. 


And 


Ir 


L 
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hy- And they chat in the Days of Yore kill d Men, a 


our, my eckt their Citieg, 
atal In Honour of their Miſtreſſes, — 
er; ok ion | - (Dunes; 
hes Let Flora gay, with Romans play, and be a Godde 

peck, | 111 (call'd.; 


im i Bur Zane Shore, Fane Shore; King Elio ona ſhe enthrall d. 
Jane Shore ſhe was for England, Sec. e 


The jolly Tanner's Daughter, Harlot of N; » 
ll, che only had the Happineſs to pleaſe Duke 1 
9 8 Bye; 
I; And Hoxallna tho a Slave, and born a Ip, ; - 
ir Could with a. Nod, command and rule Graud Signior 


5 (Soliman ; 
id And Naples Joan would make them groan, that ar- 
+ (dently did love'r ;. 
pr But Fane Shore, ane Flore, King Edward he did: 
d, F (hover. 
4 8 2 N 

. Jane Shore ſhe «vas for England) Sc. 


Iſſpat ia doth. of the Perſian Brothers boaſt, 
Tho Cynthia joy in the Lapthean Boy, Fane Shore- 
; % (ſpall rule the roaft ; 
5 Cleopatra lov d Mark Anthony, and Brownal ſhe did 
t | (Feats; - 
ö But compar d to our Virago, they were but meerly- - 


Zraye Carpit-Knights in Cupid's Eights, their milk: 
| (white Rapiers drew ;. 
But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, King Edward did ſubdue... 


Jund Shore ſke-<pas for England, Se. | 
Hamlet's inceſtuous Mother, was Gathernard;Den- 


oF (mark's Queen, 
And Circe, that. inchaming Witch, the like was 
(ſcarcely ſeen; 
Warlika 
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Wartfke Pentßeſi ia was an Amazin Whore, 
To Hector and young Truss both which Sow a. 
£ $4 1 re; 
But brave King Edward, who before had 1 d nine 
ictories, 
Was like a Bond-ſlave fetter d within Fane Shore's 
b (All conquering Fhighs, 


Jace Shore ſhe «vas for England, 3 Frederick 
"Sig, Hotii ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


p 
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(was for France; 
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A True Relation of the Death of 

Sir Andrew Barton, a Pyrate and 

Rover on the Sea. ._, _ 
Toe Tee ene 


— 
* . ' 1 


If ve read the Accounts given us of this K 
Andrew Barton, by the Engliſh and Scotch 
Hiſt orians, we ſhall ſcarce be able ro per- 
[wade our ſelves that they are talking of 
the ſame Man. The former repreſent him 
4 a common Rover, who was juſtly pujriſh'd 
for his Pyracy, the latter at one who by Per- 
miſſion of his King was out at Sta to make 
Repriſals on the Portugueſe, who bad in- 
jur'd him. Should I pretend te grove 'any 

Account of him, and lean to the fide of ei- 
ther Hiſtorian, I ſhould probably be thought 
guilty of * or. Partiality, and for 
ris Reaſon ge 4 Jainlſul, ae. 
of what they both ſay.” © 9 

In the third Tear of Henry VIII“? Reign, ſay 
the Engliſh, one Andrew Barton, « Scotch 

Pyrate infeſted the Saas, aui robb'd the Rag 
liſh, 4 he did all at her Nations but bus own, 
upon which Sir Edward Howard, "King 

Henry's Admiral, was ſent out againſt him, 

who in Battle wounded him, of whnch be 24 ; 


and taking two of his Ships, brought the Cren 
Priſoners to London; but King Henry, 
out of his great Clemency, tho they deſer- 
ved Death, pardon d them all, and ſent 
them Home again, notwithſtanding which, 
the Scottiſh King, James VI. ſent to demand 
Reſtitution ; but King Henry anſwer'd, 
That, far from expecting ſuch a Meſſage, he 
thong hie the Herald was come to return him 
Thanks for ſparing the Lives of ſo many 
Scotchmen, who had deſerv'd Death. 

On the other hand, Buchanan ſays, That he 
mas a Merchant whoſe Father had been 
murder d, and his Ships res by the Portu- 
Pele that the Murder being committed in 

Flanders, Andrew ſued them there, and got 

his Cauſe, but the Portugueſe refuſing to pay 

what they were fined, andt heir King not com- 
pelling em, tho a Herald had been ſent from I 7 

. King James to demand Satisfaction, Barton 

obtain d leaue to arm againſt em and put out 

ta Sea; that the Portugueſe, who then were 

in ſtrict Alliance mit h the Engliſh, per ſwa- 
ded King Henry to deſtroy Barton, who in 
time mig hi perhaps fall on his Merchants al- 
ſo, and that Thomas Howard, the Engliſh 
Admiral, was ſent out with two ſtrong Ships 

;.. againſt him, who. took an Opportunity of fal- 

| - ... ting pen Barton when he was on Board 4 

eee apd was follow'd by « leſs 

yu yet. had: much, = as to. overcome him ; 
. adding, that Barton was a Man: of ſuch: 
(> "@urage,\that when his Caſe was Tn 


bm. : 
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7% be had ſeveral Wounds, amd one of hit 
Legs was broken by a Cannon Bullet, yet he 
took a Drum and beat an Alarm, or 
Charge, to his Men to encourage then to 
fight valiantly, and this he did till his 
Strength and Life fail'd him together. The 
Priſoners who were taken in theEngapement, 
he ſays, were brought to L ondon, and be- 
ing inſtrutted by kj Engliſh, hey humbly 
begg' d their Lives of the King, and, he in 
a proud Oſtentation of his great Cle- 
mency, diſmiſsd and ſent the poor in- 


nocent Souls away. Ambaſſadors, be 


adds, were ſent to complain of this Vis- 


lence, but King Henry juſtify'd what he 


had done, by aſſerting, that they mere Hy- 


rates. 


J cannot forbear obſerving one Thing, whidh 


i, That Buchanan himſelf acknowledges, 
that our Admiral tool theſe Ships in the 
Downs; and ſuppoſing all that he has ſajd 
to be true, and that Barton fell only. on 
the Portugueſe, he could have no Buſmeſs 
on the Engliſh Coaft, unle to take em 
as they ent er d our Ports, by which he ſpoiled 
our Commerce with Portugal, and might 
therefore be as juſtly look'd upon by our 
Merchants as a Pyrate, as if he had attu- 
ally taken their 8 However, this very 
e 


Action bred ſuch Heart burnings and Fealou- 


ies between the two Kings, that it laid the 
Seeds of War between their Kingdoms, which 
ſhortly after broke out. 


When 
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| 7 HEN Hora with her fragrant Flowers 
. VF V Bedeck'd the Earth ſotrim andgay, 
And [ris with her dainty Showers 
Came to preſent the Month of May. 
King Henry would a Hunting ride, 

Over the River of Thames pals'd he, 

Unto a Mountain. Top alfo 
Did walk ſome Pleaſures for to ſee ; 


Where forty Merchants he eſpy'd, 
With fifty Sail cometowards him, 

Who then no ſooner were arriv'd, 
But on their Knees did thus complain: 
An t pleaſe your Grace, wwe cannot ſail 

_ To France « Voyage. to ba ſure, 

_ But Sir Andrew Barton makes. us quail, 


yu And robs 15 of our Merchant-Ware. 


ve xt was the K ing, and taining him, 


Said to the Lords of high Degree, 


| (Have Ie A Lend wich y Realm, 


Dare fetch that Traytor unto me ? 

To bim reply 4 Charles Lord Howard, 

- I will, my Liege, with Heart and Hand, 
Ii pleaſe you grant me leave, ſaid be, | 
Ii perform what you command. 

To him then ſpoke King Heng, 
I fear, my Tord, pu are too gene. 
No whit at all, my Liege, quoth he, 
I! hope to prove in Valour — . 
The Scotch Knight now I'vow to ſeek, 
Ia what Place ſoe er he be, 
And bring Aſhore with. all bis might, 
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A hundred Men, the King then ſaid, 
Out of my Realm ſhall choſen be; 
Beſides Sailors and Ship-boys, , 
To guide a great Ship on the Sea; 
Bow men and Gunners of good Skill, 

Shall tor this Service choſen he; 
And they at thy Command and Will, 
In all Affairs ſhalf wait on thee. 


Lord Howard call 'd a Gunner then, 
Who was the beſt in all the Realm, 
His Age was Threeſcore Years and ten, 
And Peter Simon was his Name: 
My Lord call'd then a Bow-man rare, 
Whoſe active Hands had gained Fame 
A Gentleman born in Yorkſbire, 
And William Horſely was his Name, 


Horſely, pu he, I maſt tale a, | I 
To ſeek a Praytor with good ſpeed, 
Of a Hundred Bow-men brave, quoth be, 
[ choſen thee to be the Head. 
Ifyou, my Lord, have choſen me | 
Of a Hundred Men to be the Head, 
Upon the Main-maſt I'll hanged be, | 
If Twelveſcore I miſs one Shilling's breadth. ' 


Lord Howard then of Courage bold, 

Went to the Sea with pleaſant Chear, ' 
Not curb, d with Winter's piereing Cold. 
Tho' twas the ſtormy Time of Ver. 
Not long he had been on the Sea, 
More in Days than Number three, 

but one Harry Hunt there he eſpy d, 
A Merchantof Newcaftle was he; 


To him Lord Howard call'd out mam 
And ſtrictly charged him to ſtand, - 
Demanding then from whence hecame, 


or where he did intend to land. — 


r 
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The Merchant then made Anſwer ſoon, 
With heavy Heart and careful Mind, 
My Lord, My Ship it doth belong 
Unto Newcaſtle upon Tine. 


Can'ft thou ſhew me, the Lord did ſay, 
As thou didſt fail by Day and Night, 
A Scottiſh Rover on the Sea, 

His Name is Andrew Barton, Knight? 
At this the Merchant ſigh'd and ſaid, 

With grieved Mind and Well-away, 
But over-well I know that Wight, 

I was his Priſoner Yeſterday. 


As I, my Lord, did ſail from France, 
A Bourdeaux Voyage to take ſo far, 
I met with Sir Andrew Barton thence, 
Who robb'd me of my Merchant-ware 
And mickle Debts God knows I owe, 
And every Man doth crave his own, 
And I am bound to London now, 
Of our gracious King to beg a Boon, 


Shew me him, ſaid Lord Howard then, 
Let me once the Villain fee, 
And e'ery Fran he hath from thee ta'n, 
I'll double the fame with Shillings three. 
Now God forbid, the Merchant ſaid, 
I fear your Aim that you will miſs, | 
God bleſs you from his Tyranny, 
For little you think what Man he is, 


He is Braſs within, and Steel without, 
His Ship moſt huge and mighty ſtrong 
With eighteen Pieces of Ordnance, 
He car rieth on each fide along: 
With Beams for his Top-caſtle, 
As being alfo huge and high, 
That n either Engliſh nor Portugal 


Can Sir Andrew Barton pals by. 


12rd News thou ſhow'ſt, then ſaidthe Lord, 
To welcome Strangers to the Sea; | 
But as I aid, III bring him Aboard, 
Or into Scotland he ſhailcarry me. 
The Merchant ſaid, If you will do ſo, 
Take Counſel then I pray withal, 
Let no Man to his Top-caſtle ** 
Nor ſtrive to let his Beams down fall. 


Lend me ſeven Pieces of Ordnance then, 
On each ſide of my Ship, /aid he, 

And by to Morrow, my good Lord, 
Again I will your Honour ſee : 

4 Glaſs I ſet, as may be ſeen, 


Whether you ſail by Day or Night, 
And to Morrow be ſure before ſeven, _ | , 


You ſhall ſee Sir Andrew Barton, Knight, 


The Merchant ſet my Lord-a Glaſs, 
So well apparent in his Sight, 

That on the Morrow, as his Promiſe was, - 
He ſaw Sir Andrew Barton, Knight. 

The Lord then ſwore a mighty Oath, | 
Now by the Heavens that be of Mi 


by Faith, believe me, and by Troth, A | 


I think he is a worthy Knight... 


Fetch me my Lyon outof . 
Saith he, with Roſe and Streamer high, 
et up withal a Willow-wand, 

That Merchant like I may paſs by. 
Thus bravely did Lord Hoecyard — "> 
And on Anchor riſe ſo high; 
No Top-ſail at laſt he caſt, Sor 
but as a Foe did him deff. 


dr Andreep Barton ſeeing him 
Thus ſcornfully to paſs by, 

As tho be ca fed nota Pin 

For him and bis Company: 
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Then call'd he forhis Men amain, | 
Fetch back yon Pedlar now, guoth he, 
And e er this way he come again, 
I'll teach him well his Courteſy. 


A Piece of Ordnance ſoon was ſhot, 
By this proud Pyrate fiercely then, 
Into Lord Howard's middle Deck, 
Which cruel Shot kill'4 fourteen Men. 
He call'd then Peter Simon, he, 
Look how thy Word do ſtand in ſtead, 
For thou ſhalt be hangedon Main-maſt, 
If thou miſs Twelveſcoreone Penny breadth, 


Then Peter Simon gave a Shot, 
Which did Sir Andrew mickle ſcare, 
In at his Deck it came ſo hot, 
Kill'd fifteen of his Men of War: 
Alas, then ſaid the Pyrate ſtout, 
IJ am in Danger now I ſee ; 
This is ſome Lord, Igreatly fear, 
That is ſer on to conquer me. 


Then Henry Hum with Rigour hot, 
Came —_— the other fide, 

Who likewiſe ſhot in at his Deck, 
And kill'd fifty of his Men beſide : 
Then, out, alas, Sir Andrew cry d, 
What may aMan now think or ſay ? 

Yon Merchant Thief that pierceth me, 


He was my Priſoner Yeſterday. 


Then did he on Gordion call, . | 
Unto the 'Fop-caſtle for to go, 
And bid his Beams he ſhould let fall, 
For he greatly fear d an Overthrow. 
The Lord call'd Hoyſely then in haſte, 
Look that thy Word ftand in ſtead, 
For thou ſhall be hanged on Main maſt, 
It thou miſs Twelveſcore a Shillings breadth. 


hen 
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Then up the Maſt-Tree ſwerved he, 
This ſtout and mighty Gordian; 

gut Horſely he moſt happily, | 
Shot him under his Collar-Bone : 

Then call'd he on his Nephew, and 
Said, Siſter's Sons I have no mo, 

Three hundred Pound I give to thee, 
If thou wilt tothe Top-caftle go. 


Then ſtoutly he began to climb 

From eff the Maſt ſcorn d to depart : 
But Horſely ſoon prevented him, 

And deadly pterc'd him to the Heart. 
Hs Men being ſlain, then up amain 

Did this Proud Pyrate climb with ſpeed, 
For Armour of Proof he had put on, 

And did not dint of Arrows dread. 


Come hither Horſely, [aid the Lord, 
Sce thou thine Arrows aim aright: 
Great Means to thee III Rillafftord, 


And if thou ſpeed t Ill make these Knigbt. 


dr Andrecu did climb up the Tree, 
Wi h right good Will and all his Main, 
Then upon the Breaſt hit Hoy/ely he, In 
Till the Arrow did return again. 


Then Horſely ſpy'd a Private Place, 
With a perfed Fye in a ſecret Part. 
fis Arrow ſwiftly flew apace, 
And ſmote Sir Andrew to the Heart. 
light on, fight on, my merry Men all, 
A little I-am hurt, yet got lain, 
but lye down and bleed awhile, a 
And come and fight with you again. 


ind do not, ſaid be + Engliſh R g es, 
And of your Foes land nat in Ah 3 

ut ſtand faſt by St. Andyecy's Croſs, 
Until you hear my Whiſtle blow, 
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They never beard his Whiſtle blow, 


Which made them all moſt ſore afraid, 


Then Horſely ſaid, My Lord, Aboard 
For now Sir Andrew Barton's dead, 


Thus boarded they this gallant Ship, 
With right good Will and all their main, 

Eighteen Score Scots alive in it, 
Beſides as many more were ſlain, 

The Lord went where Sir Andrew lay, 
And quickly then cut off his Head ; 

I ſhould forſake England many a Day, 
If thou wert alive as thou art dead. 


Thus from the Wars Lord Howard came 
With mickle Joy and Triumphing, 
The Pyrates Head he brought along 
For to preſent unto the King: 
Who briefly unto him did ſay, 
Before he well knew what was done, 
Where is the Knight and Pyrate gay, 
That I my ſelf may give the Doom? 


You may thank God, then ſaid the Lord, 
And four Men in the Ship, quoth he, 


| That we are ſafely come Aſhote, 


Sith you never had ſuch an Enemy; 


That is, Henry Hum and Peter Simon, 


William Horſely and Peter's Son; 
Therefore Reward them for their Pains, 
For they did Service in their turn, 


To the Merchant therefore theKing he ſaid 


In lien of what he hath from thee tan, 
I'll give to thee a Noble a Day, 

Sir Andrew's Whiſtle and his Chain 
To Peter Simon a Crown a Day, 

And half a Crown to Peter's Son ; 
And that was for a Shot ſo gay, | 


Which bravely brought Sir Andrew down, 


Horſely 
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Horſeley Iwill make thee a Knight, 
And in Yorkſbire thou ſhalt dwell ; 
Lord Howard ſhall Earl Bury hight, 
For this Act deſerveth well: 
Ninety Pounds to our Engliſh Men, 
Who in this Fight did ſtoutly ſtand ; 
And Twelve Pence a Day to the Scots, till they 
Come to my Brother King's High Land, 
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<> VER XV wXG G0: 


XX. Johmy Armſtrong's laſt Good- 
night, ſhewing how John Armſtrong 
with his Eightſcore Men fought a 
bloody Battle with the Scoteh King 
at Edenborough. 


| | lo a Northern Tune 


J Never was Country in the World more in- 
. feſted with Robbers than the Kingdom of 
Scotland in former a Some few Ban- 

ditti we have had here in England, but com- 

Ws par'd to their Number they are few indeed; 
Po = Gut as ageneral Hiſtoryof them would at 
preſent be foreign to my Purpoſe, Iſhall confine 
my ſelf to the Heroe of the following Ballad, 

" whoſe Habitation was at no great diſtance 
fromthe River Ewle ; there he had a ſtroy 
Body of Men under his Command, and all his 

« Wetghbours, even the neareſt Engliſh, ſtood 
in Are of hum, and paid him Tributt 
When James V. reign'd in Scotland, ana 
Henry VIII i England, the former wil- 

ling to ſuppreſs all Robberies, levied a ſmal 
Army, march'd out againſt the Banditti, 
and pitch'd his Tems hard by the River 
Ewſe. At this John Armſtrong became 
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ſenſible of his Danger, and would willinglx 
have made his Peace. Some of the King | 
Officers finding him in this Diſp#ſition, 15 
cretly perſwaded him to make his Submiſſion 
adding, that they durſt aſſure him he would 
be kindly receiv d. Armſtrong fee! 
their Counſel, and with Sixty Horſemen un- 
arm;d, haſten d to the King, but impru- 
dently forgot to provide himſelf with Paſſes, 
and a ſafe Conduct. Thoſe who had given 
him this Advice, ſenſible of his Error, lay 
in Ambuſh for, ſurpriz'd and taok him, 
with his Sixty Men, and carry'd em all to 
the King, pretending that they had made 
them Priſoners. Nor was he accus'd of rob» 
bing only, but of having alſo form*d a Deſion 
of delivering up all that Part of the Count ry 
to the Engliſh; and being condemn'd, he, 
with Fifty. four of his Companions, was 
hang d, the other ſix were reſerv'd as Hoe 
ſtages to deter their Fellows from being 
guilty of the like Crime. Our Poet, I ſup- 
poſe, thought that the Gallows was too luw 
a Death for his Heroe, and therefore rather 
choſe to let him dye bravely fighting. In- 
ſtead of Three, he gives him a Retinue of 
Eightſcore Men, and lays his Scene in K- 
denburg, and theſe, I think, are the only > 
material Points in which he differs from 


Hiſtory. 


S there ever a Man in all Srotland, f bx 
From the higheſt Eſtate to the loweſt Degree 

1 hat can ſhe v himſelf now before our King, y 

Scotland is ſo full of Treachery ? ar; EY 

; I 2 Les 
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Yes, there is a Man in Meſmorland, 
And Johnm Armſtrom they do him call 
He has no Lands nor Rents coming in, 
Yet he keeps Eightſcore Men within his Hall, 


He has Horſes and Harneſs for them all,» 
And goodly Steeds that be Milk-white, 
With their goodly Belts about their Necks, 
With Hats and Feathers all alike, 
T he King he writes a loving Letter, 
And with his own Hand ſo tenderly, 
And hath ſent it unto Fohrwny Armſtrong, 
To come and ſpeak with him ſpeedily. 


When John he look'd this Letter upon, 
He lok d as blith as a Bird in a Tree, 
J was never before a King in my Life, 
My Father my Grandfather, nor none of us three. 


But ſeeing we muſt go before the King, 

Lord, we wvill go moſigall antly ; 

Te ſpall every one have a Velvet Coat, 
Laid down with golden Laces three. 


( 
Aud every one ſball Fa e a Scarlet Cloak, 

Laid down with Sifver Laces five, 1 
With your golden Belts about your Necks, 

With Hats and Feathers all alike, 1 


= Bur when Johnny vent from Giſtnock-Hul“, 
1 The Wind it blew hard, and fu. l faſt it did rain, ” 
3 Now fare thee cell thou Giltnock Hall, 
| fear I ball never ſee thee again. 


Now Jol nny he is to Edenborougb gone, 
With his Eightſcore Men fo gallantly, 
And every one of them on a Milk-white Steed, 


With their Eucklcrs and Swords hanging _ 
x | - (Kee, 
But 


2 
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But when Jobn came the me. before, N 
With his Eightſcore Men ſo gallant to fee, 
The King he mov'd his Bonnet to him, 
He thought he had been a King as well as he. 


O Pardon, pardon, my Sovereign Liege, 
Pardon ſer my Eightſcore Men and me; 

For my Nameit is Johnny Armſtrong, 
And Subject of yours, my Liege, (aid he, 


Away with-thee, thon falſe Traytor, 
No Pardon will I grant to thee, F 
But to Morrow Morning by Eight of the Clock, 
I will hang up thy Eightſcore Men and thee. 


Then Johr look'd over his left Shoulder, 


Aud to his merry Men thus ſaid he, 
F have asked Grace of a graceleſs Face, 
No Pardon there is for you and me. 


| Then Fobn pull'd out his good broad Sword, 


That was made of the Mettle ſo free, 1 
Had not the King moved his Foot as he did, | 
John had taken his Head from his fair Body. * 


Come followw me my merry Men all, 
We vill ſcorn one Foot for to ſty, 

1: ſhall never be ſaid cue <vere hang d like Dogs, 
Me will fight it out moſt man{ully. 


Then they fought on like Champions bald, 
For their Hearts were ſturdy, ſtout and free, 


Till they had kill'd all the King's'good Guard |: '+ - | 
There were none left alive but one, two or three. 


But then roſe up all Edenborongh, 2 
They roſe up by Thouſands three, 
A cowardly Scot came Fobn behind, | 
And run him through the fair Body. ' 
13 Said 


* 
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Said John, Fight on my merry Men all, 


I am a little wornded hut am not ſlain, 
I evill lay me down to bleed a while, 


Then 1'll rife and fight with you again. . 


Then they foughr on like mad Men all, 
Till many a Man lay dead on the Plain, 

For they were reſolved before they would yield, 
That every Man would there be ſlain, 


So there they fought couragiouſly, _ 

N . moſt of them lay dead there and ſlain, 
But little Muſgrave, that was his Foot Page, 
With his bonny Griſſel got away unta'n. 


But when be came to Giltnock Hall, 
The Lady ſpy'd him preſently, 
What News, what News, thou little Foot-Page, 
- What News from thy Maſter, and his Company, 


My News is bad, Lady, he ſaid, 
Which I do bring, as you may ſee, 

My Maſter Johnny Armſcrong is ſlain, 
And all his gallant Company, 


Yet thou art welcome Iome, my bonny Griſſel, 
Full oft thou haſt been fed with Corn and Hay, 

But now thou ſhalt be'fed with Bread and Wine, 
And thy Sides ſball be ſpurr'd no more, I ſay. 


O then beſpake his little Son, 
As he ſat on his Nurſe's Knee, 
If ever I live to be a Man, 
My Father's Death reveng'd ſhall be. 
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XXII. A pleaſant Ballad ſhewing how 
two valiant Knights, Sir John Arm- 
ſtrong, and Sir Michael Muſerave,. 
fell in Love with the Beautiful 
Daughter of the Lady Dacres in 
the North; and of the great Strife 
that happen'd between them for 
her, and how they wrought the 
Death of One hundred Men. 


Another Poet, willing to conceal the ignomini- 
ous Death of Armſtrong, has in this Song 
* BU <Xnighted him, and made his Rival kill him, 
at leaſt I am apt to believe tis the ſame 
Armſtrong he is talking of, and for that 
Reaſan I have 9 thinking myſelf 
oblig*d to do him as much Juſtice as to our 
famous Engliſh- Oxtlaw Robin Hood, and: 
to leave the Story of his Marriage upon Re- 


cord. 


- it fell out one Whitſunday, 
The Blith Time of the Year, 

When every Tree was clad with green, 

And pretty Birds ſing clear: . 
The Lady Dacres took her way 
Unto the Church that pleaſant Day, 
With her fair Daughter, freſh and gay, 

A bright and bonny Laſs. 

14. El 
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Fa la tre dang de do; 

Trane trole lo trang de do; 
With hey trang trole lo le, 

She was a bonny Laſs. 


Sir Michael Muſgrave in like ſort 
To Church repaired then, 
And ſo did Sir John Armſtrong to, 
With all his merry Men; 
Two greater Friends there could not be, 
Nor braver Knights fer Chivalry, 
Both Batchelors of high Degree, 
Fit for a bonny Laſs. 
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They ſat them down upon one Seat, 
Like loving Brethren dear, 

With Hearts and Minds devoutly bent 
God's Service for to hear ; 4 

But rifing from their Prayers tho 

Their Eyes a ranging ftrait did go, 

Which wrought their utter Overthrow, 
All for one bonny Laf: 4. 


Quoth Muſærade nnto Armſtrong then, 
Yon fits the ſweeteſt Dame, 
That ever for her fair Beauty, 
Within this Country came. ] 
Inſooth, quoth Armſtrong preſently,, 
Your Judgment I muſt verify, - 
There never came unto my Eye, - : 
A braver bonny Laſs. © ] 


I ſwear, ſaid Muſerave, by this Sword, 
Which did my Knighthood win, 
To ſteal away fo ſweeta Dame, 
Could be no Ghoſtly! Sin, 
That Deed, quoth Armſtrong, would be ill, 
Except you had her right good Will, . 
That your deſire ſhe would fulfil, 
And be thy bonny Laſs. 
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eee 
this the Service quite was done, . 
And home the People paſt ; 6 of 
They wiſh'd a Bliſter on his Tongue, 7 
That made thereof ſuch haſte. 
At the Church Door the Knights did meet, 
The Lady Dacres for to greet, 
But moſt of all her Daughter ſweet, 
That beauteous bonny Laſs, 


Said Armſtrong to the Lady fair, 
We both have made a Vow, 9 

At Dinner for to be your Gueſts, K 
If you will it allow. 

With that beſpoke the Lady free, 

Sir Knights, right welcome ſhall you be. 

The happier Men therefore are ve, 1 
For Love of this bonny Laſs, = 


Thus were the Knights both prick'd in Love, 
Both inone Moment thrall'd, 


And both with one fair Lady gay, 1 
Fair Iſabella call d. 1 


With humble Thanks they went away, | 
Likewounded Harts chas'd allthe Day. ; 
One would not to the other ſay, 


They lov'd this bonny-Laſs. . 


AY 
Fair I/abel on the other fide 
As far in Love was found, 
So long brave Armſtrong ſhe had ey d, 
Till Love her Heart did wound : 
Brave Armſtrom is my Joy, queth the ; * 
Would Chriſt kewere alone with me, 


To talk an Hour two or three 


With bis fair bonny Laſs. . 


But as theſe Knights together rode, 
And Homeward did repair, | 
Their Talk and eke their Countenance ſhewd, 


Their Hearts were clogg d with Care. ; 
1s: Fa. 
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Fair Iſabel, the one did ſay, 
Thou haſt ſubdu'dmy Heartthis Day, 
But ſhe's my Joy, did Muſerave ſay, 
n bright and bony Laſs, | 


With that theſe Friends incontinent; 

Become moſt deadly Foes, 

For love of beauteous [/abe], 

Great Strife betwi xt them roſe : 
Quoth Armſtrong, She ſhall be my Wite, 
Although for her I loſe my Life ; 

And thus began a deadly Strife, 

And for one bonny Laſs. 


Thustwo Years long this Grudge did grow, 
Theſe gallant Knights between, 
While theya wooing both did go, 
Unto this beauteous Queen. 
Andihewhodid their Furies prove, 4 
To neither would bewray her Love, 
The deadly Quarrel to remove, 
About this bonny Laſs. k 


But neither for her fair Intreats, 
Nor yet her ſharp Diſpute, 
Would they appeaſe their raging Tre, 
Nor yet give o'er their Suit. 
The Gentlemen of the North Country, 
At laſt did make this good Decree, 
All for a perfect Unity, 
About this bonny Laſs. 


The Love- ſick Knights ſhould both be ſet, 
Within one Hall fo wide, | 

Fach of them ina gallant ſort 
Even at aſeveral Tide; 

And 'rwixt them both for certainty, 

Fair Iſabel ſhould placed be, : 

Of them to take herchoice full free, 

Aloft like a bonny Laſs, 


And 
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And as ſhelike an Angel bright, 
Betwixt them mildly ſtood, 
She turn'd unto each ſeveral Knight 
With pale and changed Blood : 
Now am I atliberty 
To make and take my Choice, quoth ſhe. 
Yea, quoth the Knights, we doagree, 
Then chuſe thou bonny Laſs. 


O Muſgrave, thou art all too hot 
Tobe a Lady's Love, 

Quoth ſhe and Armſtrong ſeems a Sot, 
Where Love binds him to prove; 

Of Couragegreat is Muſgrave ſtill, 

And ſith to chuſe J have my will, 

Sweet Armſtrong ſhall my Joys fulfil, 
And I his bonny Lafs. 


The Nobles and the Gentles both, 
That were in preſent Place, 

Re joyced at this ſweet Record; 

But Muſorave in Diſgrace, 

Out of the Hall did take his way, 

And Armſtrone marryed was next Day, 

With [/abelhis Lady gay, Keg 
A bright and bonny Laſs. . 


But Muſzrave on the Wedding-Day, 
like to a S-otchman dight, 
In ſecrer ſort allured out 
The Bridegroom for to fight; 
And he that will not out-braved be, 
Unto his Challenge did agree, 
Where he was ſlain moſt ſuddenly 


For his fair bonny Laſs. 


The News whereof was quickly brought 
Unto the lovely Bride : h 
And many of young Armſtrong's Kin 
Did after Advuſgrave ride; | 
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They hew'd him when they had him got, 
As ſmall as Fleſh into the Por, 
Lo! thus befel a heavy Lot, 


About this bonny Laſs. \ 
The Lady young, which did lament, 

This cruel curſed Strife, X 
For very Grief dyed that Day, - 


A Maiden and a Wife: 
An hundred Men, that hapleſs Day, ' 
Did loſe their Lives inthat ſame Fray; 
And 'twixt thoſe Names, as mary ſay, 
Is deadly Strife fill hiding. 


4 
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XXIII. An Excellent Ballad of 2 
Prince of Englands Courtſhip to the 
King of France's Daughter, and how 
the Prince was diſaſterouſly flain, 
and the aforeſaid Princeſs was af- 
terwards marry d to a Forreſter. 


To the Tune of, Crimſon Velvet. 


The following Song is, I believe, written on 4 
fictitious Subject, at leaſt I have not been 
able to diſcover any Part of Hiſtory to which 
it alludes; however, I will not pretend to © 
advance poſitively that it is fictitious, ſeeing * 
that very few of theſe venerable ancient 
Song Enditors were wholly indebted to Inven- 
tion for their Poetical Productions; moſt 
of thoſe who do not relate a diret# Fact ha- 
ding ſome Story at leaſt in view, which | 

through length of Time may have been for- 
gotten. . 


N the Days of old, 

When fatr France did flouriſh, 
Stories plainly told, 

Lovers felt annoy: 
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The King a Daughter had, 
Beauteous, fair and comely, 
Which made her Father glad 
She was his only Joy; 
A Prince from England came, 
Whoſe Deeds did merit Fame, 
He wood her long, and lo at laſt, 
Look what he did require, 
She granted his Deſire, 
'" Their Hearts in one were linked faſt. 
Which when her Father proved, 
Lord how he wa; moved, 
And tormentedin his Mind; 
He fought for to prevent them; 
And to diſcontentthem, 
Fortune croſſed Lovers kind. 


When theſe Princes twain 
Were thus barr'd of Pleaſure, 
Through the King's Diſdain, 
Which their Joys vithſtood: 
The Lady lock d up cloſe 
Her Jewels and her Treaſure, 
Hav ing no remorſe 3 
Of State or Royal Blood: 
In homely poor Array 
She went from Court away, 
Jo meet her Love and Heart's delight, 
"Who in a Forreſt great, | 
Had taken up his Seat, 
Io wait her comune an the Night: 
But lo, what ſudden Danger, | 
Tothis Princely Stranger, | 
Chanced as he ſet alone; | 
By Outlaws he was robbed, x : 
And with a Poniard ſtabbed, CC WI 
Uttering many a dying Groan. 


The Princeſs armed by him, 
And by true deſire, : 


dring 


ff 
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Wandring all the Night, 
Without Dread at all: 
Still unknown ſhe paſs d. 
In her ſtrange Attire, 
cy at the laſt 
Within Eccho's call : 
You fair Woods, quoth ſhe, 
Honoured may you be, 
Harbouring my Hearts delight : / 
Which doth incompaſs here 
My Joy andonly dear, 
My truſty Friend and comely Knight, 
Sweet I come unto thee, 
Sweet I come to woo thee, 
That thou —_— not angry be, 
For my long delaying, 
And thy courteous ftaying, 
Amends for all I'll make to thee. 


\ 


Paſſing thus alone 
Through the ſilent Foreſt, 
Many a grievous Groan 
Sounded in her Ear; 
Where ſhe heard a Man 
To lament the foreſt 
Chance that ever came, 
Forc'd by deadly Strife : 
Farewel, my dear, quoth he, 
Whom Iſhall never ſee, 4 
For why, my Life is at an end, 
For thy ſweet ſake I dye, 
Through Villains Cruelty, 
To ſhow I am a faithful Friend 
Here Ilye bleeding, 
While my Thonghis are feeding, 
On the rareſt Beauty found. 
O hard Hap that may be, 
Little knows my Lady 
My Heart's Blood lieson the Ground. 


Wich chat he gave a Groan, 
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That did break aſunder, 
All the tender Strings 

Of his gen tle Heart: 
She who knew his Voice, 

At his Tale did wonder, 
All her former Joys 

Did to Griet convert : 
Strait ſhe ran to ſee, 

Who this Man ſhould be, 
That ſo like her Love did ſpeak ; 

And found when as ſhe came, 
Her lovely Lord lay ſlain, 


Smear d in Blood which Life did break, 


Which when that ſhe eſpyed, 
Lord how ſore ſhe cryed, 


Her Sorrows could not counted be; 


Her Eyes like Fountains running, 
While ſhe cry'd out, my Darling, 
Would God that I had dy'd for thee. 


His Pale Lips, alas, 

1 wenty times ſhe kiſſed, 
And his Face did waſh 

With her briniſh Tears ; 
Every bleeding Wound 

Her fair Face bedewed, 
Wiping off the Blood 

With her golden Hair : 

Speak, my Love, quoth ſhe, 
Speak, dear Prince, to me, 

One ſweet Word of Comtort give 
Lift up thy fair Eyes, | 
Liſten to my Cries, , 

Think in what great Grief I live: 
All in vain ſhe ſued, 

All in vain ſhe wooed, 


The Prince's Life was fled and gone, 


There ſtood ſhe ſtill mourning, 


Till che Sun saphroaching, 


And bright Day was coming on. 


Is 
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In this ſad Diſtreſs, 
Quoth this Royal Lady, 
Who can now expreſs, 
What will become of me ? 
To my Father'sCourt 
Never will I wander, 
But ſome Service ſeek, - 
Where I may placed be. 
Whilſt thus ſhe made her Moan, 
Weeping all alone, 
In this deep and deadly Fear, 
A Forreſter all in green, 
Moſt comely to be ſeen, 
Ranging the Wood did find herthere, 
Round be ſet with Sorrow, 
Fair Maid, quoth he, good Morrow, 
What hard Hap has brought you here, 
Harder Hap did never 
Chance to Maiden ever, 


Here lies ſlain my Brother dear. 


Where might I be plac'd, 
Gentle Forreſter tell me, 


- 


— 


Where might J procure 2 


A Service in my Need? 
Pains will I not ſpare, 
But will do my Duty, 
Eaſe me of my Care, 
Help my extream Need. 
The Forrefter all amazed, 
On her Beauty gazed, 
Till his Heart was ſer on fire: 
If, fair Maid (quoth he) 
You will go with me, 
You ſhall have your Heart's deſire ;. 
He brought her to bis Mother, 
And above all other _. 
He ſet forth this Maiden's Praiſe ; 
Long was his Heart inflamed, - 
At length her Love he gained, 
So Fortune did his Glory raiſe. 
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Thus unknown he match'd 
With the King's fair Daughter, R Th 
Children ſeven he had, A 
E'er ſhe to him was known : J. 
But when he underſtood 
She was a Royal Princeſs, Th 


By this Means at laſt 

He ſhew'd forth her Fame : 
He cloath'd his Children then 
Not like to other Men, 

In Party-colours ſtrange to ſee, 
The Right fide Cloth of Gold, 
The Left fide to behold, 

Of Woallen Cloth ftill framed he: 
Men thereat did wonder, 
Golden Fame did thunder 
This ftrange Deed in every Place: 
The King of France came thither, 
Being pleaſant Weather, 

In theſe Woods the Hart to chaſe. 


The Children there did ftand, 
As their Mother willed, 
Where the Royal King 
Muſt of force come by ; 
Their Mother richly clad 
In fair Crimſon Velvet, 
Their Father all in Grey, 
Moſt comely to the Eye. 
When this famous King, 
g Noting every thing, ? 
a Did ask how he durſt be ſo bold, 
To let his Wife to wear, 
1 And deck his Children there, 
4 In coſtly Robes of Pearl: and Gold: 
ji 
| 
4 
f 


The Forreſter boldly replyed, 
And the Cauſe deſeryed, 
And to the King he thus did ſay, 
Well may they, by their Mother, 
Wear rich Cloaths with other, 
— Being by Birth a Princeſs gay, The 


[ 187 ] 
The King, upon theſe Words, 
More heedfully beheld them, 
"Till a crimſon Bluſh 
His Conceit did croſs : 
The more I look, quoth he, 
On thy Wife and Children, 
The more I call to mind 
The Daughter whom ] loſt. 
[am that Child quoth the, 
Falling on her Knee, 
Pardon me my ſovereign Liege, 
The King perceiving this, 
His Daughter dear did kiſs, | 
Till joyful Tears did ſtop his Speech. 
With his Train he turned, 
And with her ſojourned ; 
Strait he dubb'd her Husband Knight, 
lie made him Earl of Flangeys, 
One of his Chief Commanders, 
Thus were their Sorrows put to fliglit. 


XXIV. The Life and Death of the 
famous T homas Stukely an Eng- 
liſh Gallant in the Time of Queen 
Elizabeth, who ended his Life 
in a Battle of three Kings of 
Barbary. 


To the Tune of, King Henry's going to Bulloign, . 


The former Part of this Song is ſo confin'd to 
Particulars, that it cannot be expected Hi 
ftorians ſhould have taken Notice of any 
of theſe Facts; but F am ſurprix d that 
amongſt the Crimes our Poet has charg d 
Stukely with, he has not taken Notice of 
the moſt heinous ; Treaſon againſt his Queen 
and Country: For the King of Spain en. 
rag d that Queen Elizabeth ſhould pro- 

telt the Dutch, who had lately revolted 
from the Spaniſh Government, took care to 
encourage the Rebels in Ireland, and Pope 
Gregory XIII. ent er'd into a ſtrict League 
with him, deſiring to ſet the Margqnis of 

_ Vincola, his Baſtard Son, upon the Throne 

ef Ireland. Thomas Stukely, . who for 
ſome Reaſon (but what is not recorded) had 

Fed from England, his Native Gar 

* 19 
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joynꝰ d the Pope, and pretended ſach Intere 

— lreland, — his 2 ave him - 
Title of Marquis of Lemſter, Earl of 
Wexford and Gartelogh, Y:/count Mo- 
rogh, and Baron of Rolle, and Command 
of Eight hundred Italian Soldiers, who 


were to be employ'd in the Conqueſt of that 


Kingdom. As Religion was made the Pre- 
tence, the Expedition was tobe commanded 
in Chief by the great Bigot of thoſe Days 
Don Sebaſtian, King of Portugal, 4 Prieſt- 
ridden Monarch, whoſe Education had 
been intruſted to a Feſuit, and who had 
been taught, that to plant the Roman Re- 
ligion with Fire and Sword was the grand 
Buſineſs of a believing Prince. Stukely 
therefore with his Eight hundred Men ſail'd 
to Portugal to join his Commander, but he 
was at that time taken up with other 
Views, and deſign'd an Expedition nearer 
Home; for he was raiſing an Army to 
preach the Goſpel in Morocco. Nor was 
there a Pretence wanting for carrying on 
this War ; for after the Death of Abdalla, 
King of Morocco, Muley Mahomet his 
Son, had cams'd himſelf to be proclain'd 
Ring; upon this Muley Moluc, his Uncle, 
raiso d an Army againſt him, alledging, that 
purſuant to the Laws of the Cheriffs the 
King's Brothers ought to aſcend the Throne 
before his Sons, and Mahomet being ver- 
thrown in three pitch d Battles, fledto Por- 
tugal, where having repreſented his Caſe 

Fo 


[ 190 ] 


to Den Sebaſtian, and promis'd that hill | 
Suhjelts ſhould turn Chriſtians, that No- 
march, contrary to the Advice of all his 
Council, imbark'd with 13,000 Men, of 
whom Stukely and his 800 Soldiers made]! 
4 Part, upon Promiſe, that this Expedition 
ended, he would immediately ſail for lre- « 
land. A pitch'd Battle, and that a bloody 1 
ane too, was fought, during which Moluc, 
who had lain lingring, dy d in his Litter, 
Sebaſtian was ſlain, and Mahomet fiving, 
was drowned in paſſing the River Mucazen, 
The Particulars of this Battle are foreign 
to my Purpoſe, I ſhall therefore refer thoſe : 
who are Curious of ſeting them to Mon- 
ſieur Vertot s Hiſtory of the Revolutions 


in Portugal. : 
1 N the Weſt of England, 1 
Born there was, I underſtand, 
A famous Gallant was he in his Days, 
By Birth a wealthyClothier's Son, " 
Deeds of Wonders hath he done, \ 
To Purchaſe him a long and laſting Praiſe, 
IfI would tell his Story 
Pride was all his Glory, 
"4 And luſty Sz«kely he was call'din Court, 
1 He ſerv d a Biſhop in the Weſt, 1 
| And did accompany the beſt, In 
\ b Maintaining of himſelf in gallant Sort. 
p | | 
Being thus eſteemed, | : 


And every where well deemed, 
le gain d the Fayour of a London Dame, 
| | 282 Danughie 
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Daughter to an Alderman, + 


Curtis ſhe was called then, 
To whom a Suitor gallantly he came, 


When ſhe his Perſon ſpyed, 
He could not be denyed, 

So brave a Gentleman he was to ſee; 
She was quickly made his Wite, | 
In Weal or Woe to lead her Life, 

Her Father willing, theretodidagree. 


Thus in State and Pieaſũre, 
Full many Days they meaſure, a 
Till cruel Death with hisregardleſs Spight, 
Bore old Curtis to the Grave, | 
A thing that Sue wiſh'd to have, 
That he might revelall in Gold fo bright. 


He was no ſooner tombed, 
But Stukely he preſumed, 
To ſpend a Hundred Pounds 'a Day 
The greateſt Gallants in the Land 
Had Stukely's Purſe at their Command, 
Thus merrily the time awayhepaſs'd. 


Taverns and Ordinaries, 
Were his chiefeſt Braveries, ; 
Golden Angels there flew up and down; 
Riots were his beſt delight, 
With ſtately, feafting Day and Night, 
In Court and City thus he won Renown, 


Thus waſting Lands and Living, 
By this poet ev: ng,. 
At length he ſo 
Which cever'd were with Blocks of Tin, 
Old Curtis left the ſameto him, * 
Which he conſumed lately as you have heard. 


Whereat | 


4 wall 


1d the Pavements of the Yard, 1 2 
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Whereat his Wifeſore grieved 
Deſiring tobe relieved, 
Make much of me dear Husband, ſhe did ſay. 
Tl make much more of thee (ſaid he) 
Than any one ſhall verily, 
TIl ſell thy Cloaths, and fo I'll go my way, 


Cruelly this Hard-hearted, 
Away from her parted, 
And travell'd into Italy with ſpeed ; 
There he flouriſh'd many a Day, 
In his Silks and rich Array, 
Anddid the Pleaſures of a Lady feed. 


Tt was the Lady's Pleaſure 
To give him Goods and Treaſure, 
For to maintain him in 1 Fame; 
At laſt came News aſſuredly 
Of a Battle fought in Barbary 
And he would valliantly go ſee the ſame, 


Many a Noble Gallant, 
Sold both Land and Talent 
To follow Stwkely in his famous Fight, 
Whereas three Kings in Perſon would 
Adventurouſly with — bold, 
Within this Battel ſhew themſelves in Fight. 
Stukely and his Followers all be 
Of the King of Portugal, 
Had Entertainment like to Gentlemen. 
The King affected  Stukely ſo 
That hethis Secrets all did know, 
And bore his Royal Standard now and then, 


Upon this Day of Honour, 


. Each Man did ſhew his Banner, 


Morocco, and the King of Barbary, 


Portugal 
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Portugal, and all his Train. 

Bravely glittering on the Plain, FA 
And gave the Onſet there moſt yaliantly, 

The Cannons they rebounded, 

Thund'ring Guns redounded, 
Kill, Kill, was all the Soldiers cry; 

Mangled Men lay on the Ground, 

And with Blood the Earth was drown'd, 
The Sun likewiſe was darkned in the Sky, 


Heaven was ſo diſpleaſed, 
And would not be appeaſed, 
But Tokens of God's Wrath did ſhow, + 
That he was angry at this War, 
He ſent a fearful Blazing Star, 


Whereby the Kings might their Misfortunes know, 


Bloody was the Slaughter, 
Or rather wilful Murder, 

Where Sixſcore thouſand Fighting Men were ſlain, 
Three Kings within this Battle d I ; 
With forty Dukes and Earls beſide, | 

The like will never more be fought again, 


With woeful Arms infolding, ITY 


Siukely ſtood beholding | 
The bloody Sacrifice of Souls that Day : 
He ſighing ſaid, I woeful Wight, 
Againſt my Conſcience here do fight, E 
And brought my Followers all uato decay. 
Being thus moleſted, ER 
And with Grief oppreſſed, 
Thoſe brave ]talians that did fell their Lands, 
With Stukely for to travel forth, 
And venture Life for little Worth, 
Upon him all- did ſay their murd ring Hands. 


K Unts 
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Unto Death thus wounded, 
His Heart with ſorrow ſwooned, 
And to them thus he made his hea Moan 
Thus have Tleft my Country dear, 7 
To be thus vilely murder d here, 
Een in this Place, whereas T am not known. 


My Wiſe I have much wronged, 
Of what to her belonged, 
I vainly ſpent in idle Courſe of Life ; 
What l have had is paſt I ſee, 
And bringeth nought but Grief to me, 
Therefore grant me Pardon, gentle Wife, 


Life I ſeeconſumeth, 


And Death I ſee preſumeth, 


To change this Liſe of mine into a new : 


| Yet this my greateſt Comfort brings, 


I hv'd and dy d in Loveof Kings, 
And ſo brave Stukely bid the World adieu. 


Strkghy's Life thus ended, 
Was after Death befriended. 

And like a Soldier buryed gallantly, 
Where now there ſtands upon the Grave, . 
A ſtately Temple builded brave, \ | | 

With Golden Turrets piercing to the Sky) 
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V. Queen Elizabeth's Champ 
Or, A Victory obtaind by 
Young Earl of Eſex, over th Cid 
Emperor of Germany, by Sea; in 
which he took the Emperor's Son, 
and brought him Priſoner to Queen 
Elizabeth. 8 


" — 


I will not trouble my Reader with a tedious 
Introduction to this Ballad. The Earl of © 
Eſſex, the Heroe of the Sang, ſought ſeve= 
ral times, and with good Succeſs, againſt 
the Spaniards ; which of his Battles this 
wat writ upon, I ſhall leave thoſe who are 
better acquainted with Hiſtory to deter- 
mine. ys 


OME ſound up your Trumpets and beat vp 
| (your Drums, 
And let's go to Sea with a valiant good Cheer, 
In ſearch of a mighty vaſt Navy of Ships, 
The like has not been for this fifty long Years, 
Raderer two, tandaro te . 
| Radever, tadorer, tan do re. 


The Queen ſhe provided a Navy of Ships, 
With ſweet ya Streamers ſo glorious to ſee. 
K 2 Ri 


- 
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Rich Top and Top-gallants, Captains and Lieutenants 


Some forty, ſome fifty Braſs Pieces and three, 


They had not ſail'd paſt a Week on the Seas, 
Net paſſing a Week and Days two or three, 
But they were aware of the proud Emperor, 
Both himand all his proud Company, | 
Rarlerer teuo, &c. 


When he beheld our Powerful Fleet, 
Sailing along in their Glory and Pride, 
He was amaz d at their Valour and Fame, 


Then to his warlike Commanders he cry d, 
Haderer tevo, &c. 


Theſe were the Words of the Old Emperor, 
. Saying, Who's this that is ſailing to me, 
If ke be a King that weareth a Crown, 


Yet am I a better Man than be, 
Nad erer tao, &cc. B 
It is not a King nor Lord of a Crewn, 
Which now to the Seas with his Nav y is come, T 
But the young Earl of £/ex, the Queen's Licutenant, 
Who fears no Foes in Chriſtendom, . * 
Raderer texve, &c. 
Oh ! Is that young Lord then come to the Seas, 
Then let's tack about, and be ſteering away, 
1”haye heard ſo much of his Father before, Tt 
That I will not fight vich young Fſex to Day, a 
Raderer tevo, &c. | * E' 
4 


| Oh] then beſpoke the Emperor's Son, 
As they were tacking and ſteering away, 


Give me, Royal Father, this Navy of Ships, E 
And Iwill go fight with young AY to Day, 1 


Haderer 1:20, &c. 


8 — Take 


nt, 


ake 
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Take them with all my Heart, loving Son, 
Moſt of them are of a Capital Size, 
But ſhould he do as his Father has done, 
Farewel thine Honour and mine likewiſe. 
Raderer two, &c. = 


With Cannons hot, and thundring Shot, 
Theſe two Gallants fought on the Main, 
And as it was young Eſex's Lot, | 
The Emperor's Son by him was ta'n, - 
Raderev two, &c. 
Give me my Son, the Emperor cry'd, 
Which thou this Day has taken trom me, 
And T'll give to thee three Keys of Gold, 
The one ſhall be of High Germany, 
Raderer two, &c. 


I care not for thy three Keys of Gold, 
Which thou haft profer d to ſer him free, 
But thy Son he ſhall to England fail, 
And go before the Queen with me, 
Radever tewo, K M. 


Then have I Fifiy good Ships of the beſt, 
As good as ever were ſent to the Sea, 


And e'er my Son into England ſhall ſail, 
They ſhall go all for good Company, 


Raderer two, &c. | 
T = had not fought this famous Battle, 
T 


ey had not fought it Hours were three, 


E'er ſome loſt Legs, and ſome loſt Arms, 
And ſome lay tumbling in the Sea, 
Raderer two, &c. 


Eſex he got this Battle likewiſe, 


Tho* twas the ſharpeſt that ever was ſeen, 
Hom e 
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Home he return d with a wonderful Prize, 1 


And brought the Emperor's Son to the Queen, 
Raderer two, &c. | 


Oh l then beſpoke the *Prenticesall, - 
Living in London both proper and tall, 
In a kind Letter ſent ſtrait to the Queen, 8 
For Eſex 's ſake they would fight all, 
Riderer tuo; tandaro te; 
Raderer, tadorer, tum do re. 
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XXVI. The Honour of a London 
Prentice. Being an Account of 
his matchleſs Manhood and brave 
Adventures done in Tyrkey, and 
by what Means he marry'd the * 


King's Daughter, Gc. + 


— — 
To the Tune of, All you that love good F-llows, &cc. 


The following Song alſo relates to 4 noble P, 
of Chivalry perform'd in Queen Elizabeth 
Days, and therefore claims a Place here; 
but I muſt acknowledge my ſelf ſo ignoram 
of the Hiſtory of that Reign, that I cannot 
yet diſcover who this famous Prentice way, 
nor yet any particular Account of the Fat r 
Hall therefore leave the Poet to tell his m 


att | 
4 
wa bh 


—_ ' a 
= F a worthy London Prentice, Sa | 
: My Purpoſe is to ſpeak, F 4 
= And tell his brave Adventures 2 246, EY 
= Done for his Country ſake -: . [A 
— Scek all the World abour, $50 = 14 
And 5 ſhall hardly find, e 
A Man in Valour to exceed s LE LEY 


A Prentice gallant Mind. 
K 4 N 
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He was born in Cheſbive, 
The chief of Men was he, þ 
From thence brought up to London, | | 
A Prentice for to be; 
A Merchant on the Bridge, 
Did like his Service ſo, 
That for three Years his Factor, 
To Turkeey he ſhould go. 


And in that famous Country 
One Vear he had not been, 
Eer he by Tilt maintained 
iu Honour of his Queen, | 
liz beth his Princeſs, | | \ 
He nobly did make known, 
To be rhe Phœnixof, the World, F 

And none but ſhe alone. . Wald 


Ʒmẽo Mf ̃ £A” a5. © 


In Armour richly gilded, 3 
Well mounted on aStced. y 
One Score of Knights moſt hardy, 
One Day he made to bleed; 
And brought them all unto the Ground, 1 
Who proudly did deny, | 
Elizabeth to be the Pearl d 
Ot Princely MajefRty. 


The King of that ſame Conntry | 
1 hereat began to frown, ” 
And will'd his Son, there preſent, | 
To pull this Voungſter — - 
Who at his Father's Words F 3 
Theſe boaſting Speeches ſaid, 
Thou art aT raytor, Engliſh Boy, 1 
And haſt the Traytor play d. 


Im no Boy, nor Traytor. 

Thy Speeches I defy, | f 
For 2 I'll be revenged - 3 
Upon thee by and by, 


—4 
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A London Prentice ſtill I 
Shall prove as good a Man, 
As any of your Twrkiſb Knights, 
Do all the beſt you can. 


And there withal he gave him 
A Box upon the Ear, 
Which broke his Neck aſunder, 
As plainly doth appear. 
| Now know proud Twrk quoth he, 
: Iamno Engl: Boy, 
That can with one ſmall Box o'th” Ear 
The Prince of Tzrks deſtroy, 


When as the King perceived 
His Son fo ſtrangely ſlain, 
His Soul was ſore afflicted 
With more than mortal Pain : 
And in Revenge thereof, 
He ſwore that he ſhould dye 
The cruel'ſt Death that ever Man 
Beheld with mortal Eye. 3 


Two Lyons were prepar'd 

This 'Prentice to devour, 
Near famiſh'd up with Hunger, 

Ten Days within the Tower, 
To make them far more herce 

And eager of their Prey. 1 
To glut themſelves with humane Gore 
Upon this dreadful Day. 


The appointed time of Torment 
At length grew nighat hand, 
When all the noble Ladies 
And Barons of the Land, 
Attended on the King, 
To ſee this Prentice ſlain, 
And bury'd in the hungry Maws: 
Of thoſe fierce * twain, 
$14 


* 


— 
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Then in his Shirt of Cambrick, 
With Silks moſt richly wrought, 
This Worthy London Prentice 
Was from the Priſon brought, 
And to the Lyons given 
To ſtaunch their Hunger great, 
Which had not eat in ten Days ſpace 
Not one ſmall Bit of Meat. 


But God, that knows all Secrets, 
The Matter fo contriv'd, 
That bythis young Man's Valour 
They wereof Life depriv'd ; 


For bang faint for Food, 


They ſcarcely could withſtand 
The noble Force, and Fortitude, 
And Courage of his Hand: 


For when the hungry Lyons, 
Had caſt on him their Eyes, 
The Elements did thunder 
With the Eccho of their Cryes; 
And running all amain 
His Body to devour, 
Into their Throats he thruſt his Arms, 
With all his Might and Power : 


| From thence by manly Valor, 


Their Hearts he tore in ſunder, 


And at the K ing he threw them, 


. Toallrl e People's Wonder. 
This I have done, quoth he, 
For lovely Enzland's ſake, 
And for my Country's Maiden Qteen 
Much more will undertake, 


But when the King perccived 
His wrothful Lyons Hearts, 

Afſlicted with great Terror, 

Ris Rigour ſoon reverts, 
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And turned all his Hate 
Into Remorſe and Love; 
And ſaid, It is ſome Angel 


Sent down from Heavy'n above; 


No, no, I amno Angel, 


The courteous young Man faid,.. 


But born in famous Engzl.md, 


Where God's Word is obey'd ; | 


Aſſiſted by the Heavens, 
Who did me thus befriend, 
Or elſe they had moſt cruelly 


Brought here my Life io end. 


The King, in Hcart amazed, 

Lift up his Eyes to Heaven; 
And for his foul Oſtences 

Did crave to be forgiven ;. 
Believing that no Land 

Like England may be ſeen, 
No People better governed 
By virtueofa Queen. 


So taking up this young Man; 


He pardon'd him his Life, 


And gave his Daughter to him» 
To be his wedded Wife ; 

Where then they did remain, 
And live in quiet Peace, 


In ſpcnding of their happy Days; 


In Joy and Love's Fncrealc... 
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XXVII. The true und Knot un- 

ty d: Being the right Path wherc- 

4 to adviſe Princely Virgins how 

to behave themſelves, by the Ex- 

ample of the Renowned Ptinceſs, 

the Lady Arabella, and the Second 

Son of the Lord Seymour, late Earl 
| of Hertford. 


| 


2 the Tune of Froe's Galliard, Sec. 


The Lady Arabella Stuart, the Heroine of 
the Tolowing Song (whoſe Adventures none 
of our general Hiſtorians have at length 

recorded, few have touch'd upon) was dou- 
bly relatid fo K ing James the Firſt, in 
whoſe Reign ſhe dy d, for they both ſprang 
from Margaret, the eldeſt Daughter of 
King Henry. the. Seventh, who by her firſt 
Husband King james the Fourth of Scot- 
land, had James the Fifth, Father to Mary 
Queen of Scots, the Mother of r the 
857 tf England, , ſeveral other Chil- 
dren, whoſe Names, being foreign to my 
Purpoſe, I ſhall take no Notice of; after 
the Death of her hf Huzsband ſhe marry'd 
Archibald Douglaſſe, Earl of Agnus, by 


whom 
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whom ſhe had a Daughter call d Margaret, 
who taking to Huband Matthew Earl of 
Lenox, bore him three Sons, of whom the 
youngeſt, Charles (afterwards Earl of 
Lenox) was Father to Lady Arabella. Nor 
was this all, for Mary Queen of Scots, 
after the Death of her firſt Husband Fran- 
Cis the Second, of France, was marry'd to 
Henry Lord Darley, ( /econd Son of Mat- 
thew Earl of Lenox, by the Lady Mar- 
garet, an elder Brother of Charles Stuart, 
the Lady Arabella's Father) by whom ſhe 
had King James. When this Monarch came 
to the Crown of England, he had ſome 
Reaſon to be jealous of this Lady, "not 
only becauſe of her near Relation to him, 
but the very firſt Conſpiracy form'd againſt 
King James was in favour of this Lady, 
tho* utterly ignorant of it, for the Papiſts 
hoping for a Change of Religion, and the 
diſgraced Stateſmen for a Change of Gouern- 
ment, ſecretly plotted to make away with. 
King James, and to proclaim the Lady 
Arabella Queen: However, the Conſpi= 
racy was diſcover'd, the Chief executed, 
and Arabella. prov'd Innocent ; but certain 
it is, their Deſign might have raisd ſome 
ambitions Thoughts in her, which otherwiſe 
would not have had Birth ; and it was 
good Policy to take Care ſhe ſhould not 
ſtrengt hen her ſelf by too powerful an 
Alliance. Mean while Sir William 
mour, Son to the Lord Beauchamp, and 
| 4 Grand- 


* 
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N orandſen to the Earl of Hertford, | pri- 


' ,,  vately wooed and marry'd this Lady; but as 
this Family waz alſo related. to the Crown, 


"young Seymour was the moſt dangerous 
Perſe ſhe could marry ; for 4 diſtant 
Claim to the Throne, in good Politicks, is 


7 Treaſon. The Match was no ſooner diſ- 


cover d, but Seymour was. committed to the 


Tower, and Lady Arabella confined in her 


own Houſe at Highgate. However, they 
were not ſo ſtrictly obſerv'd but they found 
Means of correſponding together, and con- 
cluded, to make their Eſcape beyond Sea: 
Accordingly Sir William diſguiſing himſelf, 
and leaving his Man in his Bed, that the 
Keeper might not miſs him till the next 

Day, came to the Place appointed, and 
-  ſhealſe found the Meant of eſcaping from her 
= Houſe in Man's Apparel, but ſaying long 
beyond the limited time, and he apprehenſive 


a No ſbe was taken, and would diſcover him 


00, made the beſt of his way, leaving Werd 
for her that ke was gone to Dunkirk, where 
he would. wait ber coming; but her very 
Fears betray'd her, and hinder'd her fol. 
lowing him Jo faſt as ſhe ought to have 
dune, ſo that being retaken ſhe was com- 
emitted tothe Tower, where, on the 2711 
ef September, 1615, ſhe dy d, and was 
... provactly buryd at Weſtminſter, in the 
ame Vault with Mary Oueen of Scots. 
Ste dead, Sir William Seymour having 


— 


\ 


. obtein'dTeave to return home, was marry d 
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to Frances, Daughter of the Earl of 
a Efſex, and after his Grandfather . Death 
* he inherited the Title of Earl, and was af- 
* terwards created Marquiſs of Hertford, 
and from him is deſcended one of our preſent 
= nobleſt Families, 


he 

er STI to Ireland did paſs, 

ey I ſaw a = at Anchor lay, 

nd Another Ship likewiſe there was, 

_ Which from fair England took her way. 
. This Ship that ſail'd from fair England, 

lf, Unknown unto our Gracious King, 


he MW The Lord Chief Juſtice did command, 
xt That they to London ſhould her bring, 


, I then drew near, and ſaw more plain, 
* Lady Arabella in Diſtreſs. 4 

che wrung her Hands, and wept amain, 
ve Be wailing of her Heavineſs. | 


rd When near fair London Tower ſhe came, 

Whereas her landing Place ſhould be, 
The King and Queen with all their Train, 
ery Did meet this Lady gallantly, 


ms Unto this Lady ſtrait did a 
7 Who bath firſt ty d thee to this thing, 
That you from England took your way? 


ave How now, Arabella, ſaid our uu King, 
ay, 


PAs 

le None but my ſelf, my Gracious Liege, 

ts. Theſe ten long Years I've been in Love 
ing With the Lord S ymonr's fecond Son, 


The Earl of Hertford fo ye prove: 
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Full many a Hundred Pound I had 
In Goods and Livings in the Land, 
vet I have Lands us to maintain, 


So much your Grace doth underſtaud: 
My Lands and Livings fo well known 


Unto your Books of Majefty, 
Amount to Twelveſcore Pound a Week, 
Beſides what I do give, quoth ſhe. | 


In gallant Derby ſbire likewiſe, 


I Nineſcore Beadſmen maintain there, 
With Hats and Gowns and Houſe Rent f; 


And every Man five Marks a Year, 


I never raiſed * ſaid ſhe, 
Nor yet oppreſs d the Tennant 

I never did take Bribes for Fines, "_— 
For why, I had enough before. 


Whom of your Nobles will do fo, 
For to maintain the Commonalty ? 

Such Multitudes would never grow, 
Nor be ſuch ſtore of Poverty. 


I would I had a Milk-Maid been, 
Or born of ſome more low Degree, 
Then I might have lov'd where I like, 
And no Man could have hinder'd me. 


Or would I were ſome Yeoman's Child, 
For to receive my Portion now, 
According unto my Degree, 
As other Virgins whom I know. 


The higheſt Branch that ſoars aloft, 
Needs muſt beſhade the Myrtle- tree, 

Needs muſt the Shadow of them both, 

Shadow the third in his Degree. 


4 


But 
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But when the Tree is cut and gone, 
Aud from the Ground is bore away, 

The loweſt Tree that there doth ff . 
In time may grow as high as they, 


Once too I might have been a Qgeen, 
But that I = did deny, . 

I knew your Grace had rig tro th Crows, 
Before Elizabeth did dye. 


You ofthe eldeſt Siſter came, 
I ofthe ſecond in Degree, 

The Earl of Hertford ot the th ird, 
A Man of Royal Blood was be. 


And ſo Good night, my Sovereign Liege, 
Since in the Tower I muſt lye 
Ihope your Grace will conde dend, 


That I may have my Liberty. 


Lady Arabella ſaid 
Ito your Freedom would conſent, 
If you would turn and go to Church, 
There to receive the Sacrament. 


And fo Good:n bt; Aral fir — 
Our King rep ed to ber | 


I will rake el of tny No 
That you . * 
Once more to Priſon muſt x % - 
Lady Arabella then did ſay, 


To leave my Love breeds all my Woe, 
The which will be my Life's decay, 


Sound — a K not none can unknit, 
a liking of the Heart, 


Rim . om I love I can't Fan 
Though from bis Preſence muſt part, 
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The meaneſt People enjoy their Mates, 
But I was born unhappily, .. 
For being croſs'd by cruel Fates, 
I want both Love and Liberty. 


But Death, I hope, will end the Strife; 
Farewell, farewell, my Love, quoth ſhe, 

Once I had thought to have been To Wite, 
But now am forc'd to part with thee, 


At this ſad Meeting ſhe had Cauſe, 

In Heart and Mind to grieve full ſore, 
After that time Arabella fair, 

Did never ſee Lord Seymour more. 
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IFF 
III. The Northern Ditty: Or, 
1 The Scotehman outwitted by the 


Country Damſel. 


— 


To a new Scoth Tune. 


— _— — 
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Now I am got into the Reign of King James 
the Firſt, I ſhall chuſe to inſert the follow- | 
ing Song, ſaid to be written much abour his 
time on an amorous Intrigue of à certas 
Great Man. One would not chuſe to inf 
bare Conj ectures, without being able to-fe= © 

cond em with good Arguments, or at l 

very great Probabilities ;, my Reader will 

therefore excuſe me, I hope, from "relating 

the Particulars I have heard ;, and 1 

make no Obſervation on the Seng, ſaves 

that the Scottifh Dialect pretty plainly in- 
timates that it was written on ſome Perſon 


TI go 1] 
7 M“ 


” 
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of that Nation. c Fd 5 5 
ON and Raw the North did blend. 
Bleak in the Morning early, © © ©. 
All the Trees were hid with Snow. 
Cover'd with Winter Yearly: . .. +... 
AS I was riding o'er the Slough, © © A 
I met with a Farmer's Daughter, - 


Roſy Cheeks and a bonny Brow, 3 
Good Faith my Mouth did water. 
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Down I vail'd my Bonnet low, 


Meaning to ſhow my Breedi | 
She return'd a graceful —he | 
Hier Viſage far exceeding : | 


T ask'd her where ſhe was going ſo ſoon, 
And long'd to hold a Parley, 

She told me to the next Market-Town 

On purpoſe to ſell her Barley. N 


In this Purſe, fweet Soul, ſaid 1 
Twenty Pound lies fairly, 
Seek no one to buy, 
For Iſe take all thy Barley - 


Twenty Pound moreſhall purchaſe Delight, 


Thy Perſon I love ſo dearly, - 
I thou wilt lig with me all Night, 
And gang Home in the Morning early. 


If Forty Pound would buy the Globe, 

This thing I'd not do, Sir, 
were my Friendsas poor as Fob, 
I'd never raiſe em fo, Sir, 


For ſhould you proveone Night my Friend, 


Wess get a young Kid together, 
And you d be gone e er ning Months end, 
- Then where ſhould I find e Father ? 


Pray what would my Parents ſay, "i 


11 ſhould be ſo filly, 
To give my Maidenhead away, 
And loſe my true Love Billy ? 
Oh, this would bring me to Diſgrace, 
therefore I — you Nay, Sir; 
that you wouldpme embrace, 
marry, and then you may, Sir. 


Elſe I'd chuſt her for my * 
And we thiy Knot more ronger, 


rs, and longer, . : l 


"© the 


Sh 


te 


11 
the bid me then no farther 

But manag'd w Wedlock — 
and keep my Purſe for poor Spouſe 

For ſome other ſhould buy her Barley. 


Then as ſwitt as any Roe, 
She rode away and left me; 
After her I could not go, * 
Of Joy ſhe quite bereft me: : * 
Thus I my ſelf did diſappoint, 
For ſhe did _ 22 . ** 0 
My Words knock'd all things out of j 
| loſt both the Maid — — .. 


Riding down a narfow Lane, 
Some two or three Hours after, 
There I chanc'd to meet again, 
This Farmer's bonny Daughter: 
Although it was both K aw and Cold, 
Iſtay d to hold a Parley, | x 
And {hew'd once more thy Purſe of Gold, 
When as ſhe had ſold her Barley. 


Love, ſaid I, pray do not frown, 
But let us change Embraces, 
II buy thee a ſilken Gown, 
With Ribbons, Gloves and Laces; 
A Ring and Bodkin,; Muff and Fan, 
No Lady ſhall have neater ; 
For, asIam an honeſt Man, 
Ine er ſaw a ſweeter Creature, 


Then I took her by the Hand, 
And ſaid, my deareft Jewel, 


Why ſhouJd'ſt thou thus diſputing ftand, 


I 1 be not cruel. 

She found my Mind was fully bent, 
To pleaſure my fond Deſire, 

Therefore ſhe ſeemed to conſent, 


ut I with I had never come nigh her. 
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Ar, ſaid ſhe, what ſhall I do, 
If I commit this Evil, 
And yield my ſelf in Love with you; 
I hope you will prove civil? 
You talk of Ribbons, Gloves and Rings, 
And likewiſe Gold and Treaſure : 
Oh, let me firſt enjoy thoſe things, 
And then you ſhall have your Pleaſure, 


Sure thy Will ſhall be obey'd, 
Said I, my own dear Honey, 
Then into her Lap I lay'd 
Full Forry Peunds in Money; 
We'll to the Market Town this Day, 
And ſtraitway end this Quarrel, 
And deck thee like a Lady gay, 
In flouriſhing rich Apparel. 


All my Gold and Silver there 
To her I did deliver : 
On the Road we did repair, 
-Out-coming to a River, 


Whoſe Warers are both deep and wide, 


Such Rivers I ne'er ſee many; 
She leapt her Mare on the other Side, 
And left me not one Penny. 


Then my Heart was ſunk full low, 
With Grief and Care ſurrounded, 

After her I could not go, 
For fear of being drowned ; 

She turn d about, andſay'd, Behold, 
I am not for your Devotion, 

But, Sir, Ithank you for my Gold, 

* *Pwill ſerve to inlarge my Portion, 
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began to ſtamp and ſtare 
N what ſhe had Added 
With my Hands I tore my Hair, 
Like one that was diſtraded. 
cite me my Money then I cry'd, 
Good Faith, I did but lend it, 
but ſhe full faſt away did ride, 
And vow'd ſhe did not intend it. 
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IX. The famous Flower of Ser: 
ving- Men: Or, The Lady turn'd 
Serv ing-Man. i 


n 


nnn. 


To the Lune of T lora Fare ell: Or, — fianes 
Or, Love's Tide. _ ; 


1. 


Having now inſerted all the Hiſtorical Ballad; 
which I had deſign d for this Collection, I 
will give my Readers ..a, few of the beſt old 
Fabulous Songs, for fo I am oblig'd to cal 
'em; not that 1 think the Subject of them 
all the Invention of rhe Poet, hut het auſe I 
have not hitherto been able to trace then 
out in Hiſtory, Perhaps, tho" written on 
Perſons of Note, yet heing Confin'd to Par- 
riculars, the Facts they treat of may have 
eſcaped the Hiſtorians 7 or perhaps, that 
being chiefly founded on amorous Intrigues, 
they would not, or durſt not, take Notice 
of em; or, which is as probable as any of the 
former Conjeftures, perhaps I may have paſſed 
em over. Nor can this always be accounted 

4 "Fault, for I believe it very poſſible to 
read a Song, and the Story on which it is 
written at the ſame time, yet not know 
that they both treat of the ſame Thing; 
for being moſtly compos d in the Sor 7 
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thoſe Perſons of whom they ſpeak, our Poets 
have, to diſguiſe Truth, blended Truth and 
Fiction ſo much together, that without ha- 
ving been Perſonally acquainted with the 
Heroes and Heroines, tis impoſſible to know 
them. Perhaps ſome Perſons who are better 
acquainted with antique Stories, or have 
more Leiſure upon their Hands, may, upon 
the peruſing of this Story, diſcover and bring 
the World acquainted with the King and 


fair Eliſe; whoſe Praiſes are here re- 


corded, 


Y 


—» 


OU beanteous Ladies great and ſmall, 
I write unto you one and all, 


Whereby that you may underſtand 
What I have ſuffer'd in this Land: 


I was by Birth a Lady fair, 
My Father's chicf and only Heir, 
But when my good. old Father dy'd, 
Then I was made a young Knight's Bride. 


And then my Love built me a Bower, 
Bedeck'd with many a fragrant Flower ; 


A 


braver Bower you ne'er did ſee, 


Than my truc Love did build for me. 


But there came Thieves late in the Night, 
They rob'd my Bower, and flew my Knight, 
And after that my Knight was ſlain, 

I could no longer there remain. 


My Servants all from me did flye, 
In th* midſt of my Extremity, 


And 


left me by my ſelf alone, 


With a Heart more cold than any Stone, 
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ö vet though my Heart was full of Care, 


Heaven would not ſutter me to deſpair ; 
Wherefore.in haſte I chang'd my Name, 


From fair Eliſe to ſweet William, 


And therewithal Icut my Hair, 
And dreſs'd my ſelf in Man's Attire, 
My Doublet, Hoſe and Beaver Hat, 
And a Golden Band about my Neck; 


With a Silver Rapier by my ſide, 
So like a Gallant I did ride; 
The thing that I delighted on, 
It was to be a Serving-Man, 


Thus in my ſumptuous Man's Array, 
T bravely rode along the Way; 
And at the laſt it chanced ſo, 
That Ito the King's Court did go: 


Ihen to the King I bow'd full low, 
My Love and Duty for to ſhow; 
And fo much Favour ] did crave, 


That a Serving- man's Place might have. 


Stand up, brave Youth, the King reply'd, 


Thy Scrvice ſhall not be deny d ; 
But tell me firſt whar thou can | do, 
Then ſhalt be fitted thereunto. 


= 
Wilt thou be Uſher of my Hall, 
To wait upon my Nobles all? 


Or wilt thau be Tafter of my Wine, 
Jo wait on me whenT do dine! 


Or wilt thon be my Chamberlain, 
To make my Bed both ſoft and fine 
Or vilt thon be one of my Guard, 
And IT vill give thee thy Reward 2 
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Sweet William with a ſmiling Face, a 
Said to the King, If't pleaſe your Grace, 
To ſhew ſuch Favour unto me, 
Your Chamberlain I fain would be. 


The King then did the Nobles call, 
To ask the Counſel of them all; 
Who gave Conſent ſweer William he, 


The King's own Chamberlain ſhould be. 


Now mark what ſtrange thing cameto paſs, 
As the King one Day a Hunting was, 
With all his Lords and noble Train, 
Sweet William did at Home remain. 


Sweet Miliam had no Company then 
With him at Home but an old Man; 
And when he ſaw the Houſe was clear 
He took a Lute which he had there ; 


Upon the Lute ſweet Williamplay'd, 


And to the ſame he ſung, and ſaid, 


With a ſweet and noble Voice, 
Which made the old Man to rejoyce : 


4 #* 


My Father as as brave a Lord, Te ' 
As ever Europe did afford ; | 
My Mother was a Lady bright, 

My Husband was a valiant Knight, 


And [my ſelf a Lady gay, 
Bedeck'd wvith gorgeous rich Array, 


The braveſt Lady in the Land 
Had not more Pleaſure at Command : 


*#8.2 „ 


I bad my Muſick every Day, 5 
Harmonious Leſſons for to play ; 
bad my Virgins fair and free, 
Continyally to wait on me. | | 
L 3 2 B 
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But now, alas I my Husband's dend. 
And all my Friends awe from me fed; 
My former Foys are paſt and gone, 
For I am now a Serving-Man. 


At laſt the King from Hunting came, 
And picſently upon the ſame, 
He called for this good old Man, 
And thus to ipeak the King began. 


WhatNews,whatNews,old Man,quothhe, 
What News haſt thou to tell to me? | 
Brave News, the old Man he did ſay, 
Sweet William ts a Lady pay. 


. 


If this be trut thou tell'ſt to me, 
Ill make thee a Lord of high Degree ; 
But it thy Words do prove a Lye, 
Thou ſhalt be hang d up preſently, 


But when the King the Truth had found, 
His Joys did more and more abound: 
According as the old Man did ſay, 
Sweet William was a Lady gay. 


Therefore the King without delay, 
Put on her glorious rich Array, 
And tr pon her Eead a Crown of Cold, 
Which was meſt famous to behold, 


n . cc 
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And then for fear of further Strife, 
He took ſv cet William tor his Wite :- 
I he like before was never ſcen, 

A Serving-Man to be a Queen, 
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XXX. The Children in the Wood 
Or, The Norfo/k Gentleman's laſt 
Will and Teſtament. 


T6 the Tune of, Rogero, &c. 


— 


* 


I can by no means join in Opinion with thoſe who 
believe this Song written on the Murder of 
King Edward the 5th and his young Brother 
in the Tower. Richard III was ſucceeded 
by his inveterate Foe King Henry VII. whoſe - 
Deſcendant have ever ſince ſway'd the Scep- 
ter; and a Poet need not have had reconrſe 
to Fiction to have recorded this Story, be 
might ſafely have nam d the cruel Tyrant ;, 
and had it been early after this Re ion, it 
would have been a Complement to the Srue- 
reign. The blacker Richard appear'd, the 

more the Nation thought themſelves obliged 
to their great Deliverer Henry. They 
have but one Pleathen left, and that is, this 
eld Ballad may perhaps have been written 
during the Reign of Richard; but I can aſ- 
ſure em from the little Acquaintance I have 
with old Songs, that it was not written of 
above a hundred Tears after his Death, and 
F am apt to think the Poet had ſome private 
Story in views but no publick one I dare 
ſnear. 
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NN ponder well you Parents dear, 
Theſe Words which Iſhall write, 
A dolcful Story you ſhall hear, 

In time brought forth to light: 
A Gentleman of good Account, 

In Norfolk dyelt of late, 
Wula did in Honour far ſurmount 

Moſt Men of his I ſtate. 


Sore ſick he was, and like to dye, 
No help bis Life could fave ; 

His Wife by him as ſick did lye, 
And both poſſeſs'd one Grave. 

No Love between theſe two was loft, 
Each was to other kind, | 
In Love they liv'd, in Love they dy'd, 

And left two Babesbehind : 


Ther ene a fine and pretty Boy, 
Nor paſſing three Years old, 

Ihe other a Girl more young than he, 
And tram'd in Beauty's Mould : 
Ihe Father left his little Son, 

As plainly doth appear, 


When he to perfe& Age ſhould come, 


I hree hundred Pounds a Tear. 


And to his little Paughter Fane, 

l ive hundred Pounds in Gold, 
To be paid down on Marriage-day, 
Which might not be controul'd ; 

But if the Children chanc'd to dye, 
FE ' er they to Age ſhonld come, 
I heir Uncle ſtould poſſeſs their Wealth 
For ſo the Will did run. 
Nocv Brother (ſaid the dying Man) 
Took to my Children dear, 
Be good un ty my Boy and Gy), 
No Fricnds elſe I have here? 
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To God and you I reccommend 
My Children Night and Day, 

But little evhile be ſure wwe have 
Within this World to ſtay. 


You muſt be Father and Mother both, 
And Uncle all in one ; 

God knows what <vill become of them, 
When I am dead and one. 

With that beſpoke their Me ther dear, 
O Brother kind, (quoth ſhe) 

You are the Man muft bring our Babes 
To Wealth or. Miſery. 


If you do keep them carefully, 
Then God will you reward ; 
But if you otherwiſe ſhould deal, 
God will your Deeds regard. 
With Lirsas cold as ar y Stone, 
T ey kiſsd their Chi dr n ſmall, 
Cod bicls you both my Children dear; 
With that the 'Tears did fall. 


Theſe Speeches then their Brother ſpoke, 
Jo this ſick Couple there, 

The kceping of your Children dear, 
Sweet Sifter do not fear; 

God never proſper me nor mine, 
Nor ought elſe that I have, 

If I do wrong your Children dear, 
When you arelaid in Grave, 


The Parents being dead and gone, 
The Children home he takes, 


And brings them ſtrait uuto his Houſe, | 


Where much of them he makes. 
He had not kept, theſe eee 
A T welyemonth and a Day, 
But for their Wealth he did deviſe, 
To make them both away. 
» EIS: 4, 
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He bargain'd with two Ruſſians ſtrong, 
Which were of furious Mood, 


That they fhould take the Children young, 
And ſlay them in a Wood: 


And told his Wife, and all he had, 


He did the Children ſend 
To be brought up in fair London, 
With one that was his Friend. 


Away then went theſe pretty Babes, 
Rejoycing at that Tide, 
Rejoycing, with a merry Mind, 
They ſhould on Cock -horſe ride: 
They prate and pratt le plcatantly, 
As they rode on the Way, 
To thoſe that ſhould their Butchersbe, 
And work their Lives decay. 


So that the pretty Speech they had, 
Made Murtherers Hearts relent, 
And they that undertook the Deed, 
Full fore did now repenr, | 
Vet one of them more hard of Heart, 

Did vow to do his Charge, 
Becauſe the Wrerch that hired him, 
Had paid him very large. 


The other won't agree thereto, 

Bo here they fell to ſtrife, 

With one another they did fight, 
About the Childrens Life: 

And he that was ef mildeſt Mood, 
Did ſlay the other there, 

Within an unfrequented Wood, 
Where Babes did quale for fear. 


He took the Children by the Hand, 
When Tears ſtood in their Eyes, 
And bad them ſtraitway follow him, 

And Icok they did not cry : 


And 
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And two long Miles he led them thus, 
While they for Bread complain, 

Stay here, quoth he, I'll bring ye Bread, 
When I do come again, 


Theſe pretty Babes with Hand in Hand 
Went wand ring up and down, 

But never more did ſee the Man | - 
Approachingfrom the Town : : | 

Their pretty Lips with Black-berries, 
Were all beſmear d and dy'd, 

And when they ſaw the darkſome Night, 
They fat them down and cry'd, 
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Thus warder'd theſe two pretty Babes, 
Till Death did end their Grief, | 
In one ancther's Arms they dy'd,. 
As Babes wanting Relief: 
No burial theſe pretty Babes 
Ofany Man receives, 
Till Robin Red-breaſt painfully 
Did cover them with Leaves. 


And now the heavy Wrath of God, 
Upon their Uncle fell; 

Yea, fearſul Fiends did haunt his Houſo, 
His Conſcience felt an Hell; 

His Barns were fir d, hisGoodsconſum'd,. 
His Lands were barren made, 

His Cattle dy'd within the Field, 
And nothing with him ftaid. . 


And in the Voyage of Portugal, 
Two of his Sons did dye; 

And to conelude. himſelf was brouglit 
Unto much Miſery : 

He pawn'd and mortgag'dall his Land, 
E'er ſeven Years came about; 

And now at length this wicked Act, 
Did by this Means come out. 
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The Fellow that did take in hand, 
I heſe Children for to kill, 
Was for a Robbery judg'd to dye, 
As was God's bleſſed Will: 
Who did confeſs the very Truth, 
The which is here expreſs'd ; 
Their Uncle dy'd, while he for Debt 
Did long in Priſon reſt, h 


| You that Executors be made, 

* And Overſeers eke, 

h Of Childrenthat be Fatherleſs, 

; And Infants Mild and Meek ; 
Take you Example by this thing, 


. And yield to each his Right, 
j Left God with ſuch like Miſery, 


= Your wicked Minds requite. 
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XXXI. The Devonſhire W or bl 
The Knight's happy Choice. 'Shew- - ff 
ing how a young rich Knight fell in y 
Love with the Daughter of a poor 
Weaver of Devonſhire, and for her 
Beauty and Virtue-marry'd her. | 
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To the Tune of, Tender Henrts of London City. 


The many Beauties, as well as Scarcity off this 
Song, juſtly entitles it to a Place in this 8 
Collection; for having heard of it, I made 
it my Buſmeſs to ſearch the whole Town Mi 
over for it, but all in vain, till meeting 1 
with a Gentlewoman who 1d to ſmg. ity 
ſhe favour'd me with a Copy of it. I 
Beauties I will not pretend to point out þ 
they are ſo obvious, and indeed ſo frequent, 
that we have not time to admire one, be- 
fore another preſents itſelf to our Eye, 3; 
and I believe thoſe who are acquainted with 
Nature and eaſy Poetry, will acknowledge - 
they have them I in their ut maſt Perc. 
fettton. "58 


— 
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However, I cannot forbear taking Notice of 
4 beautiful Imitation of one of Martial's 
* beſt Epigram, in the three firſt Lines of the 
ſecond Stanza : The Epigram u this: 


Quicquidagit Rufus, nihil eſt, niſi Nævia Rufo 
Si gaudet, ſi flet, fi tacet, hanc loquitur : 
Ccenat,propinat,poſcit,negat,annvit,una eſt 
Newa : Si non fit Nevia, mutus erit. 
Scriberet heſternà Patri, cum luce ſalutem, 
Nævia lux, inquit, Nævia numen, ave. 


For the Benefit of my Female Readers, I ſhall 
give a Tranſlation of this Epigram by 4 fa- 
mons modern Hand, or rather an Iniitation 
of it, for it it impoſſible to tranſlate the 
Beauties of the ſecond Line. 


Let Rufus weep, rejoice, ſtand, ſit or walk, 


Still he can nothing but of Nevia talk: 
Let him eat, drink, ask Queſtions, or diſpute, 
Still he muſt talk of Nævia, or be mute. 

He writ to's Father, ending with this Line, 
I am, my lovely Nævia, ever thine, 


IN the Weſt of Devenſhire, 
Lied a Maid of Beauty rare, 
Pretty Peggy was her Name; 
Ev'ry Creature lov'd her Nature, 

Peggy there had all the Fame. 


Whereſocyer I am walking, 
Or of whatſoever talking. 
Pretty Peggy muſt come in, 
She has ſo much Duty, and ſo much Beauty, 
Not to worſhip were a Sin. 
Fame 
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Fame that oftentimes doth flatter, 

Told the Truth of all the Matter, 
To a young and Worthy Knight, 

One lov'd Pleaſure, more than Treaſure, _ 
Beauty was his ſole Delight. 


Strait in Love he was involved, 

And to try he was reſolved, "on 
Whether Peggy would be kind 

But he did never meet with ever A | 
Such a Face, and ſuch a Mind. | = 


When he firſt beheld the Creature, 2 Nh 

All her Charms were lent by Nature, 1 | 
Neither Spots nor Tower ſhe wore, 

But ſhe was ſinging, and a ſpining, . 
At her poor old Father's Door. [i 


When ſhe ſaw him ſhe retired, - [{ 

But his Senſes all were fired 1 
At the little Interview: 

Oh! ſtay, he ſaid, thou lovely Maid, 
For now I ſwear Report is true. 


Straitway then he did purſue her, 
And with all his Art did woe her, 

Kiſs'd her Hands, and bleſs'd her Eyes, 
Proffer'd Treaſure for his Pleaſure, 

But, alas, ſhe all denies. 


Colden Promiſes he made her, 

And with Vows he did perſwade her, 
But her Virtue was ſo ſtrong, 

That all bis Art ne'er touch'd her Heart, 
Altho' poor Peggy was but young, 


Deareſt Charmer be not cruel, 

To yourſelf and me my Jewel, 

Leave your homely rural Sport, 
And be but wine, and thou ſhalt ſhine 3 
Amongſt the glorious Stars at Court. | * 4 
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All the Pride of London City, 
That can make young Ladies pretty, 
And whatthe Change affords that's rare, | 
All ſhall be, my Dear, for thee, 
And none with Peggy ſhall compare. 


If Sir, ſaid ſhe, do not endeavour, _ 
E The poor Daughter of a Weaver 
*  *'Hasa Heart of Vertuous Monld, | i 
Which no Pride can draw aſide, 
To be corrupted by. your Gold. q 
Then, ſaid he, Dear Peggy, may be 


Yon'll deny to bea Lady, 

How does that now ſuit your Mind ? 
Sir, ſaid ſhe, my low Degree 
Is ſtill to humble Thoughts confin'd. 


For that, ſays he, I ne'er will fault thee, 
But for Humbleneſs exalt thee, 
Thou this Day my Bride alt be, 
No longer they tarry d, but ſtrait were marry d, { 
And Lady Margaret was ſhe. 


You may think her Friends conſented; 
And that ſhe was well contented, 

And I am ſure ſo was the Knight, I 
For all the Day they ſhort and play, 


But what they did; God knows, at Ni 1 
I; 
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XXIII. The BRIDE's Burial. 


— 


To the Tune of, The Lady's Fall, &c. 
n — 


The four following Songs (for Iſhall not trous- 
ble my Reader with an Introduttion to every 
one) are written on Tragical. Subject, and 
are far from being the moſt deſpicable that- 


ever were printed; Ttake em all, but the- © 


laſt eſpecially, to fall under the Number df 
thoſe which are written on ſome Fatt which: 
has eſcaped us. | | :3 


OME mourn, come mourn with me, 
You loyal Lovers all, 
Lament my Loſs in Weeds of Woe, 
Whom griping Grief doth thrall. 


3 


Like to the drooping Vine, N 
Cut by the Gardener's Knife, 
Even ſo my Heart, with Sorrow flain, 
Doth bleed for my ſweet Wife. 


Ry Death, that griſly Ghoſt; ITE 
My Turtle Dove is lain, 10 
And I am left, unhappy Man, 

To ſpend my Days in Pain. 
Her Beauty late ſo bright, 

Like Roſes in their Prime, II. 
Is waſted like the Mountain's Snow, 
By force of Plæbas ſhine, A 


- 
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Her fair red colour'd Cheeks 
Now pale and wan.; her Eyes, 


That late did ſhine like Cryftal Stars; 
Alas, their Light it dies: OY 


Her pretty Lilly Hands, 
Wich Fingers long and ſmall, 
In Colour like the earthly Clay, 

Yea, Cold and Stiff withal. 


When as the Morning - Star 

Hier golden Gates had ſpread; 

And that the glittering dun aroſe 
Forth from fair Thetis Bed; 


Then did my Love awake, 

- Moſt like a Lilly- flower, 

And as the lovely Queen of Heaven, 
So ſhone ſhe in her Bower, 


Attired was ſhe then 
Like Flora in her Pride, 

Like one of bright Diana 's Nymphs, 
So look 'd my loving Bride. 


And as fair Helen's Face, 

Gave Grecian Dames the Lurch, 
So did my Dear exceed in Sight, | 
All Virgins ia the Church. 


When we had knit the Knot, 
Of holy Wedlock-band, 

Like Alabafter joyn'd. to Jet, 
So ſtood we Hand in Hand; 


Then lo ! a chilling Cold 

Struck every vital Part, 
And griping Grief, like Pangs of Death, _ 
Seis d on my true Love's Heart, 
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Down in a Swoon ſhe fell, | 
As cold as any Stone; 


Like Venus Picture, lacking Life, 
So was my Love brought home. 


At length her roſy red, 

Throughout her comely Face, 

As Phorkues Beams with watry Clouds 
Was cover'd for a Space, 


When with a grievous Groan, 
And Voice both hoarſe and dry, 


Farewel, quoth ſhe, my loving Fri 
For I 'this Day muſt — * 


The Meſſenger of God, 
With golden Trump! ſee, 
With many other Angels more, 
Which ſound and call for me. 


Inſtead of Muſick ſweet, n. 
Go toll my Paſſing-Bell; 

And with ſweet Flowers ſtrow my Grave, 
That in my Chamber ſmell: 


Strip off my Bride's Array, 
My Cork Shoes from my Feet, 
and, ntle Mother, be not — 
my Winding-theet. 


My Wedding Dinner dei d, 
Beſtow upon the Poor, 

And on the Hungry, Needy, Maim d, 
Now craving at the Door. 


Inſtead of Virgins young, 
My Bride-Bed for to ſee, 
. Go cauſe ſome curious Carpenter, 
To make a Cheſt for m. 
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My Bride-Laces of Silk, 
Beſtow'd on Maidens meet. 


May fitly ſerve, when Jam Dead, 
To tye my Hands and Feet. 


And thou, my Lover true, | 
My Husband and my Friend, 
Let me entreat thee here toſtay, 


Until my Life doth end. 


Now leave to talk of Love, 
And humbly on your Knee, 


Direct your Prayers unto God, 


But mourn no more for me. 


In Love as we have liv'd, 
In Love let us depart; 

And I, in Token of my Love, 
Do kiſs thee with my Heart. 


O ftanch thoſe bootleſs Tears, 

Thy Weeping is in vain ; 

JI am not loft, for we in Heaven, 
Shall one Day meet again. 


With that ſhe turn'd aſide, 
As one diſpos'd to ſleep, 
And like a Lamb departed Life, 


Whoſe Friends did ſorely weep. 


Her true Love ſeeing this, 
Did fetch a grievous Groan, 


As tho' his Heart would burſt in two, 


And thus he made his Moan, 


O diſmal and unhax py Day, 

A Day of Grief and Care, | 
That hath bereft the Sun ſo high, 

Whoſe Beams retreſh-the Air. 
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Now woe unto the World, 
And all that therein dwell, 


O that I were with thee in Heaven, 
For here I live 1 in Hell. 


And now this Loyer lives | 
A diſcontemed- Life, ant! 
Whoſe Bride was brouglit unto the Grave 

A Maiden and a Wife. 


A Garland freſh and fair 
Of Lillies there was _— 
In ſign of her Virginity, 
And 6n her Coffs lid. n 
Six Maidens, all in white, 
1 — hs to the Ground ; 
The Bells did ring in ſolemn ſort, wr 
And made a dcleful Sound. Tt 


In Earth they laid her then, or viekvad 
For hungry Worms a Prey yy 

So ſhall the © faireſt Egce alive, | 1 

At length be * to Clay. 


XXVII. The unfortunate Love of a 
| Lancaſhire Gentleman, and the x. 
hard Fortune of a fair young 
Bride. g * 


— 


—— —cyw ww 
To the Tune of, Come follow my Love, &c. 


I F. OOK you faithful Lovers, I 
$255 On my unh state, | 
de my Tears di filling, * = 
But poured out too ate: 
And buy no fooliſh Fancy, 


At too dear a Rate; 
4 Alack for my Love I ſhall dye. 


My Father is a Gentleman, 2 
Well known of high Degree, 

And tender of my Welfare 
Evermore was he; By 

He ſought for Re utation, 

1 But all the ods for me, 

4 Hlacky Se 


— 


There was a proper Maiden 
Olf Favonr ſweet and fair, . 
To whom in deep Affection 
| »  TIcloſelydid K 1 
f In Heart I dearly lov'd her, | 
Lo, thus began my Care; 
*Alack, &c. 
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For Nature had adorn'd her 
With Qualities divine, , 
Prudent in her Actions, 
And in Behaviour fine, 
Upon a ſweeter Creature 
The Sun did never ſhine; 
Alack, &. 


Nothing wanting in her, 2 
But this the Grief of all, 
Of Birth ſhe was but lowly 
Of Subſtance very ſm 
A ſimple hired Servant, 
And Subje& at each Call. 
Alack, &c, © 8 


Yet ſhe was my Pleaſure, 


My 1 Hearts delight, | 


More rich than any Treaſure, 
More precious in my Sight; 
At length to one another 
Our promiſe we did plight; 
Alack, &c. 


And thus unto my Father 
The thing I did reveal, 
Deſiring of his Favonr, 
Nothing I did conceal, 
But he my dear Affection 
Regarded ne'er a deal; 
Alack, &c, 


Quoth he, Thou gracias Follow, . 
Thou art my only Heir ; wt, 
And forthy own Preferment | 
1 thou no beiter Care? 
o marry with a ar | 
That is both Cw bare ; 
Alack, &c. | 
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I charge thee on m Bleſſing, br bin gun ; 
That you her Sight refrain, e e 
And that into her Company | : 
You never come again ; | 
That you ſhould ſo be marred, | \ 
I take it in Diſdain ;. © 40 
, Alack, &c. 


* . Net 

Are there ſo many noma if BE: F 1 
Of worſhipful Deg 

That have — Daighters s ; 
Of Beauty fair and | 

And can — but a Heggar s Brat þ 
Content and pleaſure thee? | 

Alack, &c. 


By God, that did all thin _ 25 I 
This Vow to thee Imake \ 
If thou do not this Beggar \ 
Refuſe and quite forſake, 
From thee thy due Inheritance a / 
I wholly mean to take; | 
Alack, &c. 


. Theſe his bitter Speeches | | N 
Did fore torment my Mind, 
Knowing well how greatly 1 
He was to Wealth inclin'd, 
My Heart was ſlain with Sorrow, / 
No comfort I could find; 
Alack, &c. 


Then did I write a Letter, | l 
And ſent it to my Dear, 
Wherein my firſt A#Qion | 0 
All changed did any ear; w 
Which from her fair Ex es forced \ 
The pearled Waterclear ; | 
Alack, &c. 


IJ: 
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For Grief unto the Meſſenger 
One Word the could not { 

Thoſe doleful heavy Tidings 
Her gentle Heart did break ; 

Yet ſought not by her Speeches 

On me her Heart to wreak ; 
Alack, &c. 


This Deed within my Conſcience 
Tormented me nl ſore, 
To think upon the Promiſe , 
[I made her long before, 
And for the true Perlormance 
How I moſt deeply ſwore; 
Alack, &c. 


I could not be in Quiet 
Till I to herdid go, 
Who for my ſake remained 
In Sorrow, Griet and Woe, 
And unto her in Secret 
My full Intent to ſhow ; 
Alack, &c. 


My Sight rejoyced greatly 
Her ſad perplexed Heart, 
From both our Eyes on ſudden 
Therrickling Tears did ſtart, 
And in each other's Boſom 
We breathed forth our Smart 
Alack, &c. , 


Unknown unto my Father, 
Or any Friend beſide, 
Our Selves we cloſely married, 
She wasmy only Bride, . 
Yer ſtill within her Service 
I cans'd her to abide; _ 
Alack, &c. 
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More Sorrow, Care and Grief, - | 
No Means in our Extremity | g 
We ſound for our Relief: n, 
And now what further happened 10 Ge 
Here followeth in brief; 185 | 
Alack, &c. 


Now you loyal Lovers, 
Attend unto the reſt, 
See by ſecret Marriage 
How ſore I am oppreſs'd, 
For why ? my ſad Misfortune 
Hereir ſhall beexpreſs'd ; 


| Mlack, &c. 

My Father came unto me CE 0x 
* Upona certain Day, \ 
And with a merry Countenance, To 
And Looks that ſeem'd all gay : I 
My Son, quoth he, come hither, Af 
And mark what I ſhall ſay; * 

* Alack, &c. | 
Seeing you are diſpoſed - Wh 
I o lead a wedded Life, E 
I have unto your Credit 0 lle 
Provided you a Wife, V 
Where thou may ſt live delighttul And 
ö Without all Care and Strife; | A 

£ Alack, &c. 

Mafter Senvck's Daughter, Wh 
+ Moſt Beautiful and Wile, Ir 
4 Three hundred Pounds her Portion, Moſt 
May well thy Mind ſuffice, | U 
And by her Friends and Kindred, And 
Thoumay'ſ to Credit riſe ; | A 


Alack, &c. 


4 


CT ane) 
This is, my Son, undoubted, 
A Mate for thee moſt meer, 
She is a proper Maiden 
Moſt delicate and ſweet, 
Go woe her then and wed her, 
I ſhall rejoice to ſee't ; 
Alack, &c, 


Her Friends and I havetalked, 
And thereon have agreed, 
Then be not thou abaſhed, . 

But . proceed, 
Thou ſhalt be entertained, 
And have no doubt to ſpeed ; 
Alack, &c. 
0 pardon me dear Father, 
With baſhful Looks, I ſaid, 
To enter into Marriage 
I ſorely am afraid, 
A ſingle Life is lovely, 
Therein my Mind is ftaid : 
Alack, &c. 


When he had heard my Speeches, 
His Anger did ariſe, 
He drove me from his Preſence, 
My Sight he did deſpiſe, * 
And ſtrait to diſinherit me 
All means he did deviſe; 
Alack, &c. 


When I, my ſelf perceived, 
In that ill Caſe to ſtand, 
Moſt lewdly I conſented 
Unto his fond Demand, 
And married vith the other, 
And all to ſave my Land; 
Alack, &c. 
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And at this hapleſs Marriage - 
Great Coſt my Friends did keep, 
They ſpared not their Poultry, 
TT heir Oxen, nor their Sheep; 
Whilft joy fully they danced,  - 
I did in Corners weep: «+ 
Alack, &c. 


My Conſcience ſore tormented, 
Did me of Joys deprive ; 
+ I for to hide my Sorrow 
5 In Thoughts did always ſtrive, 
| Quoth I, What Shame will it be 
Jo have two Wives alive; 
Alack, &c. 


O my ſweer Margaret, 
1 did in Sorrow ſay, 
Thou know'ft not in thy Service, 
A 0 Of this my Manage os 
4 


Tho' here my Body reſteth, 
* With thee my Heat: t doth ſtay; 
: i Alack, &c, 


4 And in my Meditations 
Caame in my lovely Bride, 
With Chains and Jewels trimmed, 
And ſilken Robes beſide, 
=. Saying, Why doth my true Love 
do ſadly here abide; 
* Alack, &c, e 


5 Yea, twenty lovely Kiſſes IJ : 
B She did on me beſtow 
And ferth Abroad a walking, 

1 This lovely Maid did go, 

1 Tea, Armin Arm moſt friendly, 

5 With him that was her Foe, 


'F | | Alack, &c. &..., 
4 5 
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But when that T had brought her, 


Where no Body was near, 
I embraced her moſt falſely, 
With a moſt feigned Chear, 
Unto the Heart I ſtabbed , 
This Maiden fair and clear; 
Alack, &c. 


My ſelf in woeful manner - 
I wounded with a Knife, 
Andlaid my ſelf down by her, 
By this my married Wife; 
And ſaid, that Thieves to rob us, 


Had wrought this deadly Strife ; 


Alack, &c, | 


Great wailing and great Sorrow, 
Was then upon each fide, 
In woeful fort they buried 
This fair and comely Bride, 
And my Diſſimulation 
Herein was quickly try'd ; 
. Alack, &c. | 


And for this cruel Munther, 
To Death now I am brought; 
For this-my aged Father 
Did end his Days in nought; 
My Margaret at theſe Tidings 
Her own Deſtruction wrought ; 
Alack, &c. 


Lo, here the doleful Peril, 
Blind Fancy brought me in, 
And mark what Care and Sorrow 
Forc'd Marriages do bring, 
All Men by me take Warning, 
And God forgive my Sin ; 
Alack, for my Love I ball dye. 


M2 
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XXXIV. A Lamentable Ballad of the 
Lady's FALI.. 


To the 7 une of, Tn P-[rod Time, &c. 


MX well my heavy doleful Tale, 
You loyal Lovers all, 
And needfully bear in your Breaſt, 
A gallant Lady's Fall - 
Long was ſhe woo'd e'er ſhe was won, 
10 taſte a wedded Life, | 
But Folly wrought her Overthrow, 
Before ſhe was a Wife. 


Too ſoon, alas, ſhe gave conſent 
To yield unto his Will, 
Though he proteſted ro be true, * 
And faithful to her til] : ) 
She felt her Body altcr'd quite, 
Her bright Huc waxed pale, 
Her fair red Cheeks turn'd Colour white, 
Her Strength began to fail. 


So that with many a ſorrowful Sigh, 
1 his beautcotis Maiden mild, 
With grievous Heart perceiv'd herſelf 
Io have conceiv'd vith Child: | 
She kept it from her Father's Sight, 
As clole ascloſe might be, 
And foput on her ſilken Gown, 
None might her Swelling ce. x 


Unto 
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Unto her Lover ſecretly, 
ohe did herſelf bewray, 
And walking with him Hand in Hand, 
Jheſe Words to him did ſay: 
Behold, ſaid ſhe, a Maid's D iſtreſa, 
By love reduc'd to Woe, 
Behold I go with Child by thee, 
But none thereof doth know, 


The little Babe ſprings in my Womb, 
To hear the Father's Voice, 
Let it not be a Baſtard call'd, 
Sith I made thee my Choice: 
Come, come, my Love, perform thy Vow, 
And wed me out of Hand ; 
O leave me not in this Extream, 
In Grief always to ſtand, 


Think on thy former Promiſe made, 
Thy Vows and Oaths each one, 

Remember with what Bitter I ears 
To me thou mad'ft thy Moan: 

Convey me to ſome ſecret Place, 
And marry me with ſpeed, 

Or with thy Rapier end my Life, © 
E'er further Shame proceed. 


Alas, my deareſt Love, quoth he, 
My greateſt Joy on Earth, 

Which way can I convey thee hence, 
Without a ſudden Death? 

Thy Friends they be of high Degree, 
And I of mean Eftate, 

Full hard it is to get thee forth 
Out of thy Father's Gate. 


Oh donot fear to ſavemy Fame, 
And ifthou taken be, - 
My ſelf will ſtep between the Swords, 
And take the Harm on me ; ; 


She thought it was her own type Love, 
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So fhall T ſcape diſhonour quite, 
If I perchance be ſlain; 


What could they ſay but that true Love 


Had wroughta Lady's Bane. 


And dread not any farther Harm, 
My felf will ſo deviſe, 

That I will go away with thee, 
Unſeen of Mortal Eyes: 

Diſguiſed like ſome pretty Page, 
III meet thee in the Dark, 

And all alone I'll come to thee, 
Hard by my Father's Park. 


2 And there, quoth he, III meet thee, 


If God do lend me Life, 

And this Day Month without all fail, 
I will make thee my Wife: ) 

Then with a ſweet and loving Kiſs, 
They parted preſently, 

And at their parting briniſh Tears 
Stood in cach other's Eye. 


At 'ength the wiſh'd for Day was come, 


On which this beanteous Maid, 
With lovely Eyes, and ſt ange Attire, 
For her true Lover ftaid : 
When any Perſon ſheeſpy'd, 

Come riding o'er the Plain, 


But all her Hopes were vain. 6 


Then did ſhe weep and ſore bewail 
Her moſt unhappy State, 


Then did ſhe ſpeak theſe woeful Words, 


When Succourleſs ſhe ſat: 

O falſe, forſworn, and faithieſs Wretch, 
Difloyal to thy Love; | 

Haſt thou forgot thy Promiſe made, 
And wilt thou perjur'd prove? 


And 
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And haſt thon now forſaken me 
Un this my great Diſtreſs, 

o end my Days in open Shame, 
Feel thou might'ſt well redreſs, 
oe worth the time I did believe 
That flattering Tongue of thine, 
Would God that I had never ſeen, 
The Tears of thy falſe Eyne. 


And thus with many a Sorrowful Sigh, 


Homewards ſhe went again, 

No Reſt came in her watery Eyes, 
She felt ſuch bitter Pain. 

In Travail ſtrong ſhe fell that Night, 
With many a bitter Throw, 

What woeful Pangs ſhe then did feel, 
Doth each good Woman know, 


She called up her Waiting Maid, 
That lay at her Bed's Feer, 

Who muſing at her Miftreſs's Woe, 
Did ſtrait begin to weep : 


Weep not, ſaid ſhe, but ſhut the Door 


And Windows round about, 
Let none bewail my wretched Caſe, 
But keep all Perſons out. 


O Miſtreſs, call your Mother dear, 
Of Women you have need. 
And of ſome skiltul Midwife's Help, 

- Fhe better you may ſpeed. 
Call not my Mother for thy Life, 
Nor call the Women here, 


The Midwife's Help comes now too late, 


My Death I do not fear, 


| 
With that the Habe ſrrang in her Womb? 


No Creature being nigh, 
And wich a Sigh, that broke h 
This gallant Dame _ dye: 

4 


* 


% 
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This living little Infant young, 
Ie Mother being dead, 
Reſign'd his new received Breath, 

Jo him that had him made. 


Next Morning came her Lover true, 

Affrighted at this News, 
And he for Sorrow flew himſelf, 

Whom cach one did accuſe + 

| The Mother, with thenew born Babe, 
| Were both laid in one Grave, 
| Their Patents overcome with Woe, 

No Joy of them could have. \ 


Take hced, you dainty Damſels all, 
Of flattering Words beware, 

And of the Honour of your Names, 
Fave you a ſpecial Care: 

Too tri e, alas, this Story is, 
As many one can tell; : 

By others Harms learn to be wiſe, 
And you ſhall do full well, 
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4 XXXV. A Tragical Ballad on the un- 
#7 fortunate T.ove of Lord Thoma 
Z and fair Ellinor, together with the 
- Downfal of the Brown Girl. 


Ord Thomas he was a bold Forreſter, 
And aChaſer of the King's Deer; 
Fair Elinor was a fine Woman, 


And Lord Thomas he loved her dear. 


Come riddle my Riddle, dear Mother, he (.;1, 
And riddle us both as one, 

Whether I ſhall marry with fair Ell inor, 

And let the Brown Girl alone? 


The Brown Girl ſhe has got Honſes and Land, 
And fair Elinor ſhe has got none, 


Therefore I charge you on my Bleſſing 5 
55 Bring me the Brown Girl Home. "IT 
As it befell on a high Holiday, 8 * 8 
As many more did beſide, | „ 
Lord Thomas he went to fair Ellinor, Fe 


That ſhould have been his Bride. 


But when he came to fair Einor's Bower; - - | [17 3 8. 
He knocked there at the : a 
But who was ſo ready as fair Ale, 3 

For to let Lord Thomas in. . ; 


What News, what News, Lord Thomas, ſhe ſa d. 
What News haſt thou broaght unto me 2 A 

J am come to bid theetomy Wedding, — 
* that is bad News for tliee. N 

1 53 0 
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O God forbid, Lord Thomas, ſhe ſaid, 
That ſuch a thing ſhould be done; 


I thought to have been thy Bride my own ſelf, 
And you to have been the Bridegroom. * 


Come riddle my Riddle, dear Mother, the ſaid, 

> *Ant riddle it all in one, 11 

Whether I ſhall go to Lord Thamas's Wedding, 
Or whether I ſhall tarry at Home? _ 


There are many that are your Friends, Daughter, 
And many that are your Foe, 

Therefore I charge you on my Bleſſing, 
To Lord Thomas's Wedding don't go. 


There's many that are my Friends, Mother, 
And ita thouſand more were my Foe, 
Betide my Life, betide my Death, 
To Lord Thomas's Wedding I'll go. 


She cloathed her ſelf in gallant Attire, 
And her merry Men all in green, 


And as they rid through every Town, 
They took her to be ſome Queen, 


But when ſhe came to Lord Thomas's Gate, 
She knocked there at the Ring; 
But who was ſo ready as Lord Thomas, 
Io ler fair Ellinor in. 


Is this your Bride, Fair Elinor ſaid ? 
Methinks ſhe looks wonderfutbrown, 

I hou might'ſt have had as fair a Woman, 
As ever trod on the Ground. 


Peſpiſe her not, fair Ellin, he ſaid, 
Defpiſe her not unto me: 

For better I love thy little Finger, 
Than all her whole Body. 
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; Ibis brown Bride had a little Penknife, 
That was both 1 and ſharp 

And betwixt the flrort Ribs and 2 long, 
Prick'd fair Ellinor to the Heart. 


O chriſt now ſave thee, Lord Thomas hefaid, 
- Methinks thou look & wond'rons wan, 


T hou us'd tolook with asfreſh aColour, : | 
As ever the Sun ſhin'd on, } | 
/ | 


Oh, art thou blind! Lord Thomas, The ſaid, 
- Orcan'ſt thou not very well ſee ? 

Oh! Doſt thou not ſce my own Heart's Blood 
Run trickling down my Knee ? 
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Lord Thomas he had a Sword by his Side, 
As hewalk'd about the Hall, x ——M 
He cut eff his Bride's Head from her Shoulders, 


And threw it againſt the Wall. 
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He ſet the Hilt apainſt the Gr-und, 


And the Point againfthis Heart; ll 1 ; 
There never were three Loyers met v3 
That ſooner did depart. f k 7 
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*  XXXVI. An excellent Ballad of a 


Noble Marquiſs and Patient 


* 


 Tothe Tune of, The Bride's Good-morrew, &c. 


Had I omitted this Story of Patient Grifſet 


moſt antique Songs, The firſt Part is en- 
t irely written on the ſame Subjei as the 
Devonſhire Nymph, Page 227. but which 
of the Stories is the beſt related, I ſhall 
leave my Readers to determine. I am a= 
fraid the Criticks will cauil at all and ſome, 
and ſuch like Expreſſions, which they ll be 
apt to ſay might as well have been omitted, 
Another Objection they'll probably make is, 
that the (haracter of Griſſel is ont of Na- 
ture, and that ſuch an Example of Pati- 
ence never was. To the firſt I anſwer, that 
it is a Maxim laid down by ſeveral, and 
in the laſt Place Hudibras, that one 


Verſe for Senſe, and another for Rhyme is 


ſuffictent at once; and to vindicate our Poet 
from the other, it may naturally be ſuppoſed 
that he had unfortunately marry'd a Shrew, 
and was willing to preach up the Dottrine of 
9 Patienee 


J am afraid the Admirers of old Ballad, 
would accuſe me of overlooking one of ours 


>ST,, £0 > >> kk 


Us) 
Patience to Wives, by ſhewing them the 
Bleſſings that attend this great uncommon 
Virtus; and I have inſerted it, thinking, 
that among# my Readers, I might have 
ſome Husbands, who would be glad of 
1 ſuch an excellent Song to thein 
de,. 5 


A Noble Marquiſs, 
As he did ride a Hunting, 


Hard by a Foreſt fide, 
A fair and comely Maiden, 
As ſhe did ſit a ſpinning, 
His gentle Eye elpy d : 
Moſt fair and lovely, 
And ofa comely Grace was ſhe, 
Although in ſimple Attire ; 
She ſung fullfweert) G 
With pleaſant Voice melodiouſly, 
Which ſet the Lord's Heart on fire. 
The more helook'd, themore he might, 
Beauty was his Heart's Delight : 155 
And to this Damſel f 
Strait the Noble went, - 
God ſpeed, quoth he, thou famous Flower, | jp 
Fair Miſtreſs of this homely Bower, | A 18% 
Where Love and Virtne - Wi 
Dwells with ſweet Content. | ;N 


With comely Ceſture, 

And modeſt mild Behaviour, 
She bids him welcome then; 

She entertained him — 

In faithful friendiy manner, 
And all his Gentlemen: 5 LES Wil HE 

The Noble Marquiſs 11 


W 


In his Heart felt ſuch a Flame, | 1 
Which ſet his Senſes all at Strife, 


. 
Quoth he, Fair Maiden, Sh 
Shew me ſoon what is thy Name, 

I mean to make thee my Wife. 
Grifel is my Name, quoth ſhe, 
Far unfit for your Degree; 

A filly Maiden 
Nay, Griſſel, thou art rich, he ſai 
A virtuous, fair and comely Maid: 
Grant me thy Love, | 

And I will ask no more. 


2 2 „„ 


At length ſhe conſented, 

And being both contented, 
They married were with ſpeed; 

Her Country Ruſſet 

Was chang d to Silk and Velvet, 
As to her State agreed: 

And when that ſhe 

Was trimly tired in the ſame, > 
Her beauty ſhin'd moft bright, 1 


Far ſtaining every other 


Fair and Princely Dame, M. 
That did appear in Sight: 5 Fo 
Many envied her therefore, 
Becauſe ſhe was of Parents poor, T| 
And 'twixther Lord and ſhe A | 
Great Strife did raiſe : 
Some ſaid this, and ſome ſaid that, Gr 
And ſome did call her Beggar's Brat, Ar 
And to her Lord T\ 
They would her oft diſpraiſe. : 4 | 
O noble Marquiſs, "4 W. 
noth they, why didſt thou wrong us, | An 
| hus baſely forto wed, | 
Who might have gotten 
An honourable Lady 
Into your Princely Bed 2 


NENT. 
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Who will not noß . 
Your noble Iſſue ſoon deride, 

Whic h ſhall hereaſter be boru, 
That are of Blood ſo baſe 
Born by the Mother's ide, 

The which will bring them in corn? 
Put her therefore quite aw y, 
And take to you Lady gay, 
Whereby your Lineage | 

May renowned be, 


4 
F # 


Thus every Day they ſeem'd to prate, | 


Thatmalic'd Grife!'s good Eſtate, 
Who all this while 
Took it moſt patiently, 


When that the Marquiſs 
Did fee they were bentthus, 
Againſt his lawful Wife, 
Whom he moſt RP, 
Tenderly and entirely 
Beloved as his Life; 
Meaning tn ſecret | : 
For to try her patient Heart, 
Thereby her Foes for to diſgrace, 
Thinking to ſhew her * 
A hard diſcourteous Part, 
That Men might pity her Caſe; 
Great with Child the Lady was, 
And at laft it came to Nl. 
Two goodly Children 
At one Birth ſhe had; 
A Son and Daughter God had ſent, 
Which did therr Mother well content, 
And which did make 
Their Father's Heart full glad. 


12 
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Great Royal Feaſti 
Was at chat Children's Chriſtening, 

And Princely Triumph made ? 
Six Weeks together 
All Nobles that came thither, 

Were entertain'd and ftaid; 
And when that all the pleaſant 
Sporting quite was done, 

The Marquiſs a Meſſenger ſeat 
For his young Daughter, 

And his pretty ſmiling Son; 

Declaring his full Intent 


-_ 


How that the Babes muſt murthered be, 


For ſo the Marquiſs did decree: 
Come let me have 
The Children then he ſaid ; 
With that fair Griſſel wept full ſore, 
She wrung her Hands, and ſaid nomore, 
But my Gracious Lord 
Mult have his Will obey d. 


She took the Babes 
Evenfrom the Nurſing Ladies. 
Between her tender Arms : 
She often wifhes, 
With many ſorrowful Kiſſes, 
That ſhe might eaſe their Harms: 
Farewell, farewell, | 
A thouſand times my Children dear ; 
Never ſhall I ſee you again; 
*Tis long of me | 
Your ſad and woeful! Mother here, 
For whoſe ſake both muſt be ſlain, 
Had I been bornof Royal Race, 
You might have liv'd in happy Cafe, 
But you muſt dye . 
For my * 


5258 


H 

A 
N 
1 
W 

A 
Ar 
W 
Swi 
] 


Sitl 


L 257] 
Come Meſſenger of Death, quoth the, 
Take my deareft Babes to thee, 


And to their Father 


My Complaints expreſs, 


He took the Children 
And to his Noble Maſter 

He bore them thence with ſpeed, 
Who in ſecret ſent them 
Unto a Noble Lady, 

To be brought vp indeed : 

Then to fair Gel 
With a heavy Heart he goes, 

Where ſhe ſat mildly all alone ; 
A pleaſant Geſture, 

And a lovely Look ſhe ſhows, - 

As if no Grief ſhe had known : 
_- he, My Children now are ſlain, 
What thinks fair Gri ſel ot the ſame; 
Sweet Griſſel now 

Declare thy Mind to me, 

Sith you, my Lord, are pleas'd with it, 
Poor Griſſel thinks this A &ion fit; 
Both I and mine 

At your Command will be. 


My Nobles murmur, 

Fair Griſſel, at thy Honour, 
And I no Joy can have, 

Til thou be baniſh d 

Both from my Court and Preſence, 
As they unjuſtly crave: 

Thou muſt be finpp'd 

Of thy brave Garments all, 
And as thou cam ſt to me, 

In homely Grey, 

Inſtead of Silk and pareft Pall, 
Now all thy Cloathing muſt be. 
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My Lady thou muſt be no more, 


Nor I thy Lord, which grieves me ſore, 87 
The pooreſt Life " A 
Muſt now content thy Mind : | Th 
A G roat to thee I dare not give, | | 
Thee to maintain whileI do live, Th. 
Againſt my Griſſel, | * 
Such great Foes I find. The 
WhengentleGriſe! —— 
Did hear theſe woeful Tydings, % 
The Tears ſtood in her Eyes, 
Nothing ſhe anſwer'd, Fey 
No Words of Diſcontentment Wh 
D 1d from her Lips ariſe, 1 
Her Velvet Gown Gi 
Moſt patiently ſhe ſtripped off, . 
Her Kertle of Silk with the ſame: 1 
Her Ruſſet Gown Mol 
Was brought again with many a Scoff, che 
To hear them herſelf ſhe did frame: 7 
When ſhe was dreſs'd in this Array, ** 
And ready for to paſs away, The 
| God ſend long Life | , | v 
Unto my Lord, quoth ſhe; | OG 
Let no Offence be found in this, | If to 
To give my Lord a parting Kifs, Met 
With watery Eyes * | F 
Farewel, my Dear ſaid ſhe. : Wir 
From Princely Palace 2 
Unto her Father's age, 12 M 
Poor Griſſel ſhe is gone; 
Full fifteen Winters | The 
She lived there contented, 5 1 
No Wrong ſhe thought upon T 
And at this time throug hall | He f 
| The Land the Speeches Wett. And 
The Marquiſs ſhould married be, T 


Unto 
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Mnto à Noble Lady, ; 
Of high Deſcent, 
And to the ſame all Parties did agree. 
The Marquiſs ſent for Griſſel fair, 


The Bride's Bed Chamber to prepare, 


That nothing therein 
Might be found awry. 


* 


The Bride was with her Brother come, 


Which was great Joy to all and ſome ; 
But Griſſel took all this 
Moſt Patiently. 


And in the Morning | 
When as they ſhould be wedded, 
Her Patience there was try'd, 

Griſſel was charged, 
Herſelf in friendly manner 
For to attire the Bride : 
Moſt willingly | 
She gave conſent to do the ſame , 
The Bride in Bravery was dreſs'd, 
And preſently ] | 
The Noble Marquiſs thither came, 
With all his Lords at his Requeſt, 
O Griſſel, I will ask of thee, 
If to this Match thou wilt agree 
Methinks thy Looks 
Are waxed wond 'rons coy : 
With that they all began to ſmile, 
And Griſſel ſhe reply d the while, 
God ſend Lord Marquiſs 
Many Years of Joy. 


* 


The Marquiſs was moved, 
To ſee his beſt beloved 
Thus Patient in Diſtreſs; 
He ſtept unto her, 
And by the Hand he took her, 
Theſe Words he did expreſs: 
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Thou art my Bride, 
And all the Brides I mean to have : 
Theſe two thine own Children be. 
The youthful Lady 
On her Knees did Bleſſing crave, 
Her Brother as well as ſhe. 
And you that envy her Eſtate, 
© Whom I have made my choſen Mate, 
Now bluſh for Shame, | 
And honour virtuous Life; 
The Chronicles of laſting Fame, 
Shall evermore extol the Name 
Of Patient GR ISSE L, 
My moſt conſtant Wife, 


* 
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XXXVII. A Godly Warning to all 


Maidens, by tha Example of God's 


Judgments ſhew'd on Ferman's 
W 110 of Clifton in the County of 
Notting ham, who lying in Chiid- 
Bed, was borne away, and never 
heard of afterwards. 


* ———— 


Jo tue June of, Te Lady's Fall, Ws... 


Amonoſt the ſeveral Subject: I have hitherto 
enter d upon, I have not yet touch'd « 
the Miraculous, to the no little Di- 
point ment, I am afraid, of my aged Female 
Readers, who, like the Juſtice in the What 
d'ye Call it, doubtleſs expect in ſuch 4 

Collection a Competency of Ghoſts. To com- 


ply with their Taſte, I haue inſerted the” 


two following Songs, which, as they are 
very extraordinary in their Kind, will, T 
hope, make ſome Amends for their waiting 
fo long; the former indeed is a very Popu- 
lar One, Jam well aſſur d the latter 
bas its Admirerh 


s 


| You 


* 


—. 
— 
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OU dainty Dames ſo finely fram'd 


[ 


” 


| In Beanty's chiefeſt Mould, If | 
And you that trip it up and down, 
Like Lambs in Cupid's Fold, M. 
Here is a Leſſon to be learn d, 
Moſt wond'rous in its Kind, | 
For ſuch as will prove falſe in Love, | TI 
And bear a faithleſs Mind: of 
, . ; a ' | h 0 
Not far from Notting ham, of late, , 
In Clifton, as I hear, | Fe 
There dwelta fair and comely Dame, | 
For Beauty without Peer;  * Be 
Her Checks were likethe Crimſon Roſe, y 
| Yet as yon may perceive, 
The faireſt Face, the falſeſt Heafrtt. H 
And ſOoneſt will deceive. | 8 
This gallant Dame ſhe was belov d 
Or many in that Place, W 
And many ſought in Marriage Bed * 
Her Body to embrace: Ar 
At laſt a handſome proper Vouth, 
. Young Bateman call'd by Name, 
In hopes to make a married Wife, Ti 
' Unto this Maiden came. T 
| Such Love and Liking here was found, 
; That he from all the reſt, l T 
Had ſtol'n away the Maiden's Heart, | 
And ſhe did love hi u beſt ; W 


Then plighted Promiſe ſecretly = 
Did pals between them two, 
That nothing could but Death itſelf, Br 

This true Love's Knot undo, 


"Y + T 
| He brake a Piece of Gold in twain, 
3 One half to her he gave, Fe 
4 The other as a Pledge, quoth he, H, 


Dear Heart my ſelf will have. 


If 


- "Ll > | 

If I do break my Vow, 'quoth ſhe, © | 7 © 
While I remain alive. {LBS Loa bnk 

May never thing I take in hand. 
Be ſeen at all to thrive. +319 v4 


This paſſed on for two Month's ſpace, 
And then this Maid began 

To ſettle Love and liking too $40 2 
Upon another Man: 5 * 

Ferman, who a Widower was, D e 
Her Husband needs muſt be, 1.419 

Becauſe he was of greater Wealth, aq" 

- And better in Degree, a ‚ 


Her Vows and Promiſe lately made 14 
To Bateman, ſhe deny d; 4 11 6 

And in Deſpight, both him and his © 
She. utterly defy d, 63 1 

Well then, quoth he, if it be ſo, 744 
That you will me forſake, : 

And like afalſe and forſworn Wreteh | g 
Another Husband take, 


Thou ſhalt not live one quiet Hour; 
For, ſurely, I will have 

Thee either now alive, or dead 
When I am laid in Grave. 

Thy faithleſs Mind thou ſhalt repent 
Thereof be thou aſſur'd, 

When for thy ſake thou hear't Report, 
What Torments I endur d. 


But mark how Bateman dy'd for Love, 
And finiſhed his Life, | 

That very Day ſhe marry'd was, 
And made old Ferman's Wife. 

For with a ſtrangling Cord, God w ot, 
Great Moan was made therefore, 

He hang'd himſelf in, deſperate Sort, Ge 
Ee fore the Bride's own Door. | XS 

94:1 7 Whereat 


- 
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Whereat ſuch Sorrow piere d her Heart, 
And uoubled fore her Mind, 
Illat ſhe could never after that 
One Day of Comfort ſind; 
An« whereſoever ſhe did go, 
Her Fancy did ſw miſe, 
Young Bateman 's pale and ghaſtly Ghoſt 
Appear d before her Eyes. 


When ſhein Bed at Night did lye 


[4 _ Betwixt her Husband's Arms, 


In hope thereby to ſleep and reſt, 
In Safety witliout Harms; 

Great Cries and grievous Groans ſhe heard 
A Voice thar ſometimes cry'd, 

O thou art ſhe that I muſt have, 
J will not be deny d. 


But ſhe now being big with Child 
Was for the Infant's ſake, 
Preſerved from the Spirit's Power, 
No Vengeance could it take * 
The Babe unborn did ſaſely keep, 
As God appointed fo, | 
His Mother's Body from the Fiend, 
That ſought its Overthrow. 


But being of her Burthen eas d, 
And ſafely brought ro Bed; 
Her Care and Griet began anew, 
And farther Sorrow bred : T 
And of her Friends ſhe did intreat, 
Deſiting them ta ſtay,; wel 
Out of the Bed, quoth ſhe, thisNight, 
I ſhall. be borne away 


by * 
* 


Here comes the Spirit of my Love, 
With pale and ghaſtly Face, 

Who till he bear me hence away, 

Will not depart this Place, 


. 
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Alive or Dead I'm his by Right, 
And he will ſurely have, -1 | 
In ſpight of me and all the World, ; 
What I by Promiſe gave. 9 BY 
1 


O watch with me this Night, I pra 
And ſee you do not ay Nn | 
No longer than you keep awake, | 1 
My Body can J 10 1 
All promiſed to do their beſt, . 
Yet nothing could ſuffice, $45 
At middle of the Night to keep ''Þ 
Sad Slumber from their Eyes. = 
| 


To them unknown which way, | | 1 

The Child-bed Woman that woeful Night | 
From thence was borne away ; | 

And to what Place no Creature knew, .  =_—"_ 
Nor to this Day can tell ; | 

As ſtrange a Thing as ever yet 
In any Age betel. 


So being all full faſt aſleep, = | ib 


we wo hb 
WW 


You Maidens that would happy prove, 
And would good Husbands chuſe, 
The Man whom you did vow to love, 
By no Means do refuſe. 
For God that hears all ſecret Oaths, 
Will dreadful Vengeance take, 
On ſuch that of a wiltul Vow 
Do ſlender Reckoning make. 


+. wt 
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XXXVIII. The Sl ˖§ Miracle: Or, 
A Relation of a Young Man, who 
a Month after his Death appear'd 
to his Sweetheart, and carry'd 
her on Horſeback behind him 
for forty Miles in two Hours, and 
was never Teen after but in his 


Grave. 


No the Tune of, My bleeding Heart. 


n 
- 


Wonder ſtranger ne'r was known, 

han what I now ſhall treat upon, 
In Suffel+ there did lately dwel', \ 
A Farmer rich, and known full well. 


He had a Daughter fair and bright, 
On whem be plac'd hi whole Delight; 
Her Beauty was beyond compare, 

She was both Vertuous and Fair, 


There was a Young Man living by, 
Whit vas ſo charmed with her Eye, 


hot hc could never be at reſt, 
He wasby Love ſo much poſſeſt: 
©2434 4 T9IAP; „ RF y 4 
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He made Addreſs to her, and the, 

Did grant him Love immediately; 

But when her Father came to hear, 


He parted her, and her poor Dear : | 


Forty Miles diſtant was ſhe ſeng, 

Unto his Brother's, with Intent | 
That ſhe ſhould there ſo long remain, 
Till ſhe had chang'd her Mind again, 


Hereat this Young Man ſadly griev'd, 
But knew not how to be reliev d; | 
He figh'd and ſob'd continually, 

That his true Love he could not ſee. 


She by no Means could to him ſend, .. 
Who was her Heart's eſpouſed Friend; 
He ſigh'd, he griev'd, but all in vain, 
For ſhe confin'd muſt ſtill remain. 


He mourn'd ſo much, that Doctor's Art 
Conld give no Eaſe unto his Heart, 
Who was ſo ſtrangely terrify'd, 

That in ſhort time 2 Love he dy'd. 


- - 


- 


She that from him was ſent away, 
Knew nothing of his Dying-day, 
But conſtant ftill ſhe did remain, 
And-lov'd the Dead, altho' in vain, 


After he had in Grave been laid 
A Month or more, unto this Maid 
He came in middle of the Night, Rat! 
Who joy'd to fee her Heart's Delight. Bo 5 


* 


* 
1 


Hef Father's Horſe, which well ſhe knew, 
Her Mother's Hood and Safe-Guard too, 
He brought with him, to teſtify, 3 
Her Parent's Order he came by. ar dept) 
N N 2 Which 


: - 
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Which when her Uncle underſtood, 
He hop'd it would be for her good, 
And gave Conſent to her ftraitway, 
That with him ſhe ſhould come away. 


When ſhe was got her Love behind, 
They paſs d as ſwift as any Wind, 
That in two Hours, or little more, 
Ne brought her to her Father's Door. 


But as they did this great Haſte make, 
He did complain his Head did ake ; 
Her Handkerchief ſhe then took out, 
And ty'd the ſame his Head about; 


And unto him ſhe thus did ſay, 
Thou art as cold as any Clay; 


When we come Home a Fire we'll have; 


But little dream'd he went to Grave. 


Soon were they at her Father's Door, 


And after ſhe ne'r ſaw him more: 
I' ſet the Horſe up, then he ſaid, 
And there he left this harmleſs Maid, 


She knock'd, and ſtrait a Man he cry'd, 
Who's there? Tis I, ſhe then reply'd ; 

Who wonder'd much her Voice to hear, 

And was poſleſs'd with Dread and Fear. 


Her Father he did tell, and then 


He ftar'd like an affrighted Man; 


Down Stairs he ran, and when he ſee her 
_ > Cry'dout, My Child, how cam'f thou here 


Pray Sir, did you not ſend for me, 
By ſuch a Meſſenger, ſaid ſhe ; 


Which made his Hair ſtaxe on his Head, 


A knowing well that he was dead: 
N | 


s Gif vw tas 
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Where ts he? then to her he ſaid, 
He's in the Stable, -quoth the Maid; 


Go in, ſaid he, and go to Bed, 
III ſee the Horſe well littered. 


He ſtar'd about, and there could he 
No Shape of any Mankind ſee, 
But found his Horſe all on a Sweat, 
Which made him in a deadly Frer, 


His Daughter he ſaid nothing to, 
Nor none elſe, tho* full well they knew 
That he was dead a Month before, 

For fear of grieving her full ſore. 


Her Father to the Father went 
Ot the Deceas d, with full Intent 
To tell him what his Daughter ſaid, 
So both came back unto this Maid. 


They ask'd her, and ſhe ſtill did ſay, 
Twas he that then brought her away; 
Which when they heard, they were amaz d, 
And on each other ſtrangely gaz d. 


A Handkerchief ſhe ſaid ſhe ty'd 
About his Head ; and that they try'd, 
The Sexton they did ſpeak unto, | 
That he the Grave would then undo: 


Affrighted, then they did behold 
His Body turning into Mould, ' 8 
And thotiph he had a Month been dead, 
This Handkerchicf was about his Head. 


This thing unto her then they told, 
And the whole Truth they did unfold: 
She was thereat fo terrifyed 
And grieved, that ſhe quickly dyed. 


N 3. 


— 
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Part not true Love, you rich Men then, 
Bur if they be nght honeſt Men 


* 


Your Daughters love, give them their way, ( 
For Force oft breeds their Lives decay. 

| O 
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XXXIX. The Scorch Lover's Lamen- 
tation: Or, Gi/deroy's laſt Fare- 
well, 

There is nothing wanting to make this Volume 
a perfect Medly, and to fit ſome Ballad to 
the Taſte of every Reader; but the adding 
of a few old Scotch Songs, and therefore 
J ſhall cloſe my Collection with em. The 
Hero of the following Ballad cannot be re- 
corded very much to his Praiſe, for be- 
fides Robberies and common Murders, he 
is accus'd of Parricide and Inceſt, It is 
ſomewhere ſaid of him, that he ſet fire to 
his Mother's Houſe, cut her Throat, ra- 
viſh'd his Siſters, fled into France, pick'd 
Cardinal Richlieu's Pocket in the King's 
Preſence, return d to England, rebb'd O. 

liver Cromwell, hang'd a Fudge, and was 
at length taken and executed in Scotland, 
a little before the Reſtoration. As moſt 
Stories of this Nature are advanc'd with- 
out any good Foundation, but barely upon 
meer Report, I ſhall not enter into the Par- 
ticulars of *em, nor , trouble my Readers 
with any more Introdufions, tho there be a 
Story belonging to Bonny Dundee, for I 
very. much queſtion the. Truth of it. 


* 
N 4 GILDEROY 


- * 


* — * 
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(3 DE ROY was a bonny Boy, 

Had Roſes tull his Shoon, 

His Stockings made of the fincit Silk, 
His Garters hanging down: 

It were a comely Sight to ſec, 
He were ſo trim a Boy, 

He was my Joy and Heart's Delight, 
My handſome Gilaeroy, - 


Oh ! ſike a Charming Eyne he had, 
A Breath as ſweet as Roe, 

He never wore a Highland Plad, 
But coſtly filken Cloaths, 


He gain'd the Love of Ladies gay, 


There's none to him was 8 
Ah, way is me, iſe mourn this Day, 
For my dear Gilderoy, | 


My Gilderoy and I were born 
Both in one Town together, 
Not paſſing ſeven Years ago, | 
Since one did love each other ; 
Our Daddies and our Mammies both 
Were cloath d with muckle Joy, 
To think upon the Bridal-Day, 
*Twixt me and Gilderoy, 


For Gilderoy, that Love of mine, 
Gued Faith Iſe freely brought, 

A Wedding-ſark of Holland fine, 

With filken Flowers wrought, 

And he gave me a Wedding-Ring, 

Which I receiy'd with Joy, 

No Lad or Laſſes e er could ſing, 
Like me and Gilderoy. 


In muckle Joy we { nt our time, 


Till we were both ſixteen, 
Then gently he did lay me down, 
Among the Leaves ſo green. 


— 


none "4 ; 
n 
When he had done what he could do, 
He roſe and gang d his way, 
But ever ſince I love the Mann, 
My handſome Gilderoy, - ol 


While we did both together play 
He kiſs'd me o er and oer; 
Gued Faith it was as Blith a Day 
As e er I ſaw before: 
He fill'd my Heart in ev'ry Vein, 
With Love and mickle Joy, 
But when ſhall] I behold again 
Mine own ſweet Gilderoy. 


Tis pitty Men ſhould e'er be hang'd 4 
That take up Women's Geer, 

Or for their pilfering Sheep or Calf, 
Or ſtealing Cow or Mare. 1 

Had not our Laws been made ſõ ſtrict 
Is d never loft my Joy, , 


Who was — Love and Heart's Delight,., 
0 


My han 9 

Cauſe Gilderoy had done amiſs, 
Muſt he be puniſh'd then? 

What kind of Cruelty is this, 
To hang ſuch handſome Men ! ' 

The Flower of the Scottiſh Land, 
A ſweet and lovely Boy : 

He likewiſe had a Lady's Hand, 

My handſome Gildeyoy. 


\ 


At Leith they took my Gilderoy, 


And there God · wot they bang'd him, 


Carry d him to fair Edinburgh, 


And there God-wot they hang d him; 


They g's him up above the reft, 
He was ſo trim a Boy, 
My only Love and Heart's Delight, 
My handſome Gi/deroy. 
| NS, 


Over his Grave a Marble · Stone 
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Thus having yielded up his Breath, _ ? 
In Cyprus he was laid, 


Then for my deareſt, after ern 


A Funeral I made ; ' 


I fixed for my Joy, 
Now I am left to weep alone 


For my dear Gilderey. 
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Wee ee 


XL. Bonny wee: Or, Fockey's: © | 
Delivera Being the Valiant 
Eſcape from Dundee, and the y 
Parſon's Daughter, whom he had: | 
mow'd. | N 85 | 1 


To an Excellent Tune, call'd, Bonny Dundee. 


WII gotteſt thou the Haver-mill Bonack, | 
Blind Booby can'ft thou nor ſee, __ | 
Iſe got it out of the Scotchman's Wollet, 
As he lig lonſing him under a Trec, 
Come fill up my Cup, come fill up my Can, | 
Come ſaddle my Horſe, and call up my Han, VET 1 
Come open the Gates, and let me go free, | 
For Iſe gang no more to bonny Dundee. | 


For I have neither robbed nor ſtole, 
Nor have I done _ Injury, >> "7 5 
But I have gotten a fair Maid with Child. —  _ 
'The 22 Daughter of bonny Dundee, 
Come fill up my Cup, come fill up my Can, 
Come ſaddle my Horſe, and call up my Man, 
Come open the Gates, and let me go free, 
For Iſe gang no more to bonny Dundee. 


Altho' Iſe gotten her Maiden-head, 
Gued Faith Iſe given mine in lieu, 

For when at hey Daddy's Iſe gang to Bed, 
Ife mow'd her without any more to.do ; 
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Iſe cuddle her cloſe, and gave her a Kits, M 
Pray tell me now where is the Harm of this, 
Then open the Gates and let me go free, 1 


For Iſe gang no more to bonny Dundee, 


All Scotland never afforded a Laſs, 
, SO bonny and blith as Fen Dear, 
Iſe gave her a Gown ſo green Grafs 
But now Iſe no longer mult here, 
Then ſaddle my Nag that's bonny and gay, 
For now it is time to gang hence away, | 


| Then open the Gates, and let me go free, 
f he's ken me no more to bonny Dundee, 
| 7 


——— 


I Liberty till I reckon to range, | 
j For why, I have done no honeſt Man Wrong, 
The Parſon may take his Daughter again, 
Foo ſhe'll be a Mammy before it is long, 
And have a young Lad or a Laſs of my Breed, 
|- Tſe think I have done a generous Deed: 

Then open the Gates and let me go free, 


For Iſe gang no more to bonny Dundee, ; 


tm ww ww} 


| Since Fenny the fair was willing and kind, 
A And came to my Arms with ready good Will, 
 ' A Tokenof Love Iſe leave her behind, 

That I have requited her Kindneſs ſtill, 
Tho' Ferny the fair I often have mow'd, 
Another may reap the Harveſt I ſow'd, 

Then open the Gates and let me go free, 

She's ken me no more in benny Dundee, 


Her Daddy would have me to make her my Bride, 
But Have and to Hold I ne'er could endure, 
From bonny Dundee this Day I willride, 
It being a Place not ſafe and ſecure ; 
Then Fenny farewell my Joy and my dear, 
With Sword in my Hand the Paſſage Iſe clear, 
Then ofen the Gates and let me go jree, 
Tor Iſe gang no more to boyny Dundee. 


— —— — — — 2 — ——— 
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My Father he is a muckle good Laird, 
My Mother a Lady bonny and gay, 


Then while I have Strength to handle a Sweard, r 


The Parſon's Requeſt He never obey,” = 
Then Saum my Man be thou of 7 Mind, 
In bonny Dundee weſe ne er be confin'd, 

The Gates eve will forre to ſet oar ſolves fres. 

And never come more to bonmy Dundee. 


Then Sawny reply'd, Iſe never refuſe 
To fight for a Laird fo valiantand bold, 
While I have a Drop of Blood for to loſe; 


E'er any fickle Loon ſhall keep us in hold, $ 


This Sweard in my Hand I'll valtanely weild, 
To fight by your fide to kill or be kill d, 
To force open the Gates and ſet our ſelves free, 


And ſo bid Adieu to bonny Dundee, ' 


With Sweards ready drawn they rid to the Gate, | 


— 0 


Where being deny'd a free Paſſage through, 
The Maſter and Man they fought at that rate, 


Thus Focky the Laird, and Sawny the Man, 

They valiantly fought, as Highlanders can, 
In ſpite of the Loons they ſet themſelves free, 
And ſo bid Adieu to benny Dundee, 


"I 


-—" 


That ſome ran away, and others they ſlew ;, 2 


— —— — 


— 
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XII. Slighted Jock Or, Coy 
Moggy's unſpeakable Cruelty. 


OME ſweet Laſs, 
This bonny Weather, 


Let's together ; 


Come ſweet Laſs 

Let's trip it on the Graſs, 
Every where . 
Poor Fockey ſeeks his Dear, 
And unleſs you appear, 


He ſees no Beauty here. 


On our Green 
The Loons are ſporting, 


Piping, courting, 


On our our Green 
Theblitheſt Lads are ſeen ; 
There all Day ' | 
Our Laſſes dance and play, 
And every one is gay, 
Zut I, when you're away. 


How can 1 | 
Have any Pleaſure 


While my Treaſure 


Is not by? 

The Rural Harmony 
Iſe not mind, 6 2 
But Captive like confin'd 
Ie lig in Shades behind, 


Cauſe Maggy proves unkind. 
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There is none 1 


That can delight me, 
If you ſlight me, 

All alone, 

Iſe ever make my moan ; 
Life's a Pain 
Since by your coy Diſdain, 
Like an unhappy Swain, 

I figh and weep in vain, 


I could be 
Right Blith and Jolly ; 
Mclancholly 

Ne'r ſhould be 
My fatal Deſtiny, 
If I might 
But have my Love in fight, 
Whoſe Angel-beauty bright 
Was ever my Delight. 


Have I not, 
In Mogey's Dances 
Seen thoſe Glances, 
Which have ſhot, 
And, likea Fowler, caught 
My poor Heart, | 
Yes, and I feel the Smart 
Of Cupid's fatal Dart, 
Since we have been apart. 


Femmy can, 
With pretty Nancy 
Have his Fancy, 
Femmy can, 
Tho not ſo blith a Man, 
Have his Will, 
Kiſs and enjoy her ſtill, 
While Ion each green Hill, 
Weep and lament my fill, 


* 


8 [ 2380 Þ 
I'll not wear, * 
The Wreath of Willow, 


. Floramella 
Charming fair, | 
hall eaſe me of my Care: , 
Who can tel], . | . 
But ſhe may _ wel}: 17 
No longer will I dwell I Sn 5 
In Love's tormenting Cell, 


0 2371 
AAA AA 


XLII. Jockey an and Tory 7 one 
Yielding 
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Set by Mr. Daniel Purcdl. 
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WAS in the Month of May „ . 
When Focky firſt I ſpy 4. 
He look d as fair as Day too, 
Gud gin I'd bin his Bride: 
With Cole black Eyne, and Milk white Hand, 
Iſe ne'er yet ſaw the Hike, 
I with I had gia aw my Land, 
Iſe ne'er had ſeen the Bille. 


He fix'd his Eyne upon me, | 5 
With aw the Signs of Loves | FETUS Dp + 

Iſe thought they would pang thre” ine; n 
So fiercely they did move. 

He tuke me in his eager Arms, | a 1 
Iſe made but faint Denials, . 

Iſe then, alas, found aw his Charms, 
Woe worth ſuch fatal Tryals, © 


The bonny Lad at laſt Fo, e RIP 
Was forc'd tell gang away, 8 Eres 
But Iſe had eane ſtuck faſt tho, | gn oo 
Full nine Months from that Bay. 2 fo 
And now poor Fenny's Maidenhead, e Þ. 


Shame on't, the y find is loft, 
The little Brat has aw betray 4, 72 
Was ever Laſs thus croſi llt. 


ADC ET 7 mo *W- - ——— 
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The Second PART, 


One Day young Jenny, with her Son, 
She to the Fieds did go, 


_ Unto ſome pleaſant Valley, where 


Sweet ſmelling Flow'rs did'grow : 
She ſat her ſelf down on the Ground, 
With Tears under a Tree, 

Js ws Fockey has me betray'd, 
And will not marry me. | 


Now Fockey was a Miller's Son, 
Edinborough Town, . 
And as ſhe ſate lamenting there, 
With Tears upon the Ground: 
She ſee Jockey upon a Horſe, 
Come riding on the Way, 


And on his Flute, this muckle Lad, 


Melodiouſly did play. 


So ſoon as ſhe beheld his Face, 
She ftraitway did ariſe, 
3 and meet this bonny Lad; 
he Tears ſtood in her Eyes; 
But when ſhe came to him, ſhe cry d, 
You've got my Maiden-head, 
This Brat has brought my Shame to light, 
- When will you with me wed, 


With that Fockey he did alight, 
And with a ſweet Embrace, 
He ſaid to her, My deareſt Dear, 
To Morrow in this Place, 
If you'll be ſure to meet me here, \ 
We to the Kirk will hie, | | 
And there, my Dear, the Marriage-Knot, 
In Loye we then will tye. | 


Sq - Then 
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Then with a Kiſs they both did part, 
And met again next Day, 48 
They were both marry'd after that, 

And Home they went their Way, 
Unto a Houſe, whereas that Day 

In Joy and Mirth was ſpent, *' 
Thus Fenny ſhe was made a Wife, 8 

Unto her Heart's content. RT; 
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XLIII. . Courtſhip. 
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A Scotch Song by a Perſon of Quality, 


Ho Jockey ſu d me long, he met Diſdain, 
His — 5 Sighs and Jears were ſpent in vain, 

Give o'er, ſaid I, give c'er, 
Your filly fond Amour, 

I'll ne er, ne er, ne er, ne er mo re comply; 
At laſt he forc'd a Kiſs, 
Which I took not amiſs, 
And fince I've known the Bliſs, 

I'll ne'er deny. | 


My Jockey he had fi ke a Man-like Face, 
And often did a hs to me with muckle Grace, 
Tho Icry d , fie, 
Your Suit I — ſeny, 
Tl ne'er, ne'er, ne er, ne er yield not I. 
With that he was amaz d, 
He kiſs d my Hand and gaz 'd, 
Which ſo my Paſſion rais'd, 
I did comply. 


When Jockey ſaw me þ roam, he me embrac'd, 


And 4 a” his folded Arms about my Waſte, 
dear, ſaid he, to you, 
Ever. bt true, 
Aud ne er, ne'er, ne'er, ne er you deceive, 
But will for ever love you, 
And prize none above you, 
From you T'll ne er remove 
You may believe, 


Then 
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— . you Dre a Laſs that's coy, 
o hears your Love ſcems to ſhun 
If you preſs her to 41 | * i oy 
N e'er mind her, no, 26, 10 
But truſt her Eyes 
For Co —_— ves ee 
2 A Thes for the Tryal, 
o ſhe ſwears you ſhan't come ll 
I ana ſure ſhe ten * 


* 


I 
But when the Traytors do their End obtain, | 
What eargerly they courted they'll diſdain, | 


Will with contemptuousPride inſult on her, 
That e er the Knot is ty'd, reſigns her Honour. 


# * 


( 
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XLIV. The Scotch Laſy $ Complaint 
for the loſs of hee Maifenhoad, 


-- 
- 


— 


U my baby 4 ow 0 to ee, 
Iſe met * onnieſt Lad as e er was ſeen, 
Black Eyne, and Ruby Lip, and on each Brow 
Sat Charms, as made me love Iſe know not how, 
With muckle Joys and Rapture he me embrac 45 * 
And caſt his folding Arms about my W un 
And was ſo lovely brisk and blith that I, 
To Fockey's Love was forc d ſoon to comply, K 

, * * 7 


But he, aweladay, falſe ck Loon, fre 1:3 
No ſooner had en joy'd me but was gone; 
With ſcornful Smiles he left me all alone, 
Unto the ſenſeleſs Trees to make my Moan; 41 
For faithleſs Fockey's ſake, Iſe henceforth Hare, vas 
Iſe never will beſieve what. Loons fay mare: (1, 
But Iſe will gang and wander up and dow, 
And hide my Head where Fenny is not known. 


Ah me! poor filly Wretch, bow ſoon indotie { 7 
Thus for one Moment's Joy to lig alone; 
Sigh, ſob, complain, and with-vain 2 | 
Sad Time away ; bur he, falſe Loon, the e 7 
be his Conqueſt, is with Nan cod. 
And now unkindly flights what — ds re + 
Then Laſſes never tr ab. 10 leſt you complain, 
Gainſt Fate, and ſigh, as Jenny does, in vain. a 


For Loons have Wiles, poor Laſſes to undo, 
Firſt to enſnare, then make them buckle too, 
With thouſand Oaths proteſt that they adore age 
» Thy Beauty more than any ſeen before; ; | 


r But 
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Now pre aring for the Preſs, The 
2 1 


A Collection of old Ballads, Oc. 


in which will be inſerted a great 


Number of Songs, more Antique, and 
upon far older Subjects than any in 


this Volume. With Introductions, 


and illuſtrated with Copper Plates. 


If any Admirer of old Ballads has 
any ſcarce ones by him, Copies of 
which he would - have preſerved, he 
is deſtred to fend them directed to 
Mr. Roberts near the Oxford Arms in 
Warwick<Lane, and at the ſame time 
if he pleaſes, Directions where the 
Songs Mould be return'd, after the 
Compiler of this Collection has taken 
4 Copy of them, 
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